THE WHOLE 


| POETICAL WORKS 


WILLIAM SHENSTON, Eſq ; 


IN TWO VOLUMES. 


"Me 
” 
i” b ? 
* ©. 

D 


C 
1 2 ;- L x 
1 N 2 
; 4; 
"WA 
ö 
. 8 » 1 
+2 +" 
- 
. 
# 
=F 
_ 
Fw bo 
4 s 
. 
. 


ABERDEE N: 
Yin rb ron, AND SOLD BY |. BOY LE, 
M.DCOLEEVH 


4 * * ln 4 . , ® * ” 
l . * $ 4 


21 
_— 


- - 
4 * 8 > * 3 "gp" 3 « — 1 g 
W EN P . Ws. ow 2 n 
£ 2 * V * . F — 0 


* 
CY * 

1 

N 

—— “ — — — — | 

2 — 
— 11. — — 
5 — 


s. Dr. 


. 3 


1 er — wp 


8 


> SE ey 


by 3 
S N 
a 

1 


a © 


9 4 4 
5 Ns © - > 
Ga. 3 
« * 


L 1 — 1 
n 


DNT NM EN T. 


I author, Mr Sur sro, was eldeſt fon of a 
Shropſhire Gentleman, who lived upon his own 
eſtate. The father curly diſcovering the ſon's capaci- 


ty reſolved to give him a liberal education; and for 


this purpoſe ſent him to Pembroke-college in Oxford, 
deligning him for the church, — But though he had the 
moſt awful conceptions of a Suprime Being, he could 
never be prevaiicd on to enter into orders. 


He was of no particular ſect or opinion, and hated 
all religious dGiipues. Whatever his own ſentiments 
were, his ler ity was great to fuch as differed from bim. 
Tendernefs indeed, in every ſnſeof the ward, was his 
peculair charattariftic. His friends, his domeſtics 
and oor retzghbours, had daily experience of his bene— 
voience. This virtue he often carried to exceſs; but 
hen he found that any of thoſe whom he ranked a- 
mongſt his friends uſed him ungentcely, he was hardly 
reconcileable. His maxim, on ſuch occaſions, deſerves 
particular notice; ** | never will be a revengeful enemy; 
but 1 cannot, it is not in my nature, to be HALF a 
friend.” Although quite untuſpicious in his temper; 
yet if his ſuſpicion was once rouſed, it was not eaſily 
laid aſleep. 


His generous temper would not permit him to re- 
gard the proper uſe of money. This made him exceed 
the yearly income of his paternal eſtate, which was a- 
bout three hundred pounds. But when one recollects 
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the paradiſe he raiſed around him, his hoſpitality, and 
indulgence to his ſervants, and charities to the indigent, 
there is more reaſon to wonder that he left any thing 
behind him, than to blame his want of occonomy. 
1 However, as much remained as was ſufficient to pay 
| his whole debts, for which he appropriated his eſtate 
| by his will. 
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cumſtances prevented him from marrying ; yet he had 

2 a high opinion of many among the fair ſex, and diſco- 

| vered no averſion to wedlock. Love-affairs, in his 

youth, with much difficulty he ſurmounted. It was 

| this gave occaſion te that ſweet paſtoral, in four parts 

which has always been univerſally admired, and might 
one would think, ſubdue the moſt obdurate heart. 


Though ſome have imagined that kis narrow cir- 


His character, as a writer, may be diſtinguiſhed by 
| an elegant ſimplicity, and a correct genius. His 
greateſt difficulty, in all his compoſitions, was, to pleaſe 
himſelf, Mr SukNSTONE's talents were not wholly 
confined to poetry: His proſe-works give the beſt dif- 
play of his judgment and penetration, his great know- 
ledge of the human heart, and his ſuperior underſtand- 
ing.-—Some things are left unfiniſhed, others as ſingle 
thoughts ; but even theſe like the ſparks of diamonds 
ſhew the richneſs of the mine to which they belong, — 
Our author's character being ſufficiently eſtabliſhed, 
any attempt to recommend his writings would be ſu- 
perfluous, 
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He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 
takes occoſion to expatiate in praiſe of ſimpli- 
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He arrives at his Retirement in the Country, and takes 
occaſion to expatiate in praiſe of Simplicity. 


- 
| To a FaIEND. 
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OR rural virtues, and for native ſkies, 
bade Auguſta's venal ſons farewel ; 


Now, mid the trees, I ſee my ſmoke ariſe, 


Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 


0 may that genius which ſecures my reſt, 


Preſerve this villa for a friend that's dear! 
: Nec'er may my vintage glad the ſordid breaſt ! 
Ne'er tinge the lip that dares be unſincere ! 


Far from theſe paths, ye faithleſs friends depart ! 
Fly my plain board, and dread my hoſtile name! 


Hence! the faint verſe that flows not from the heart, 


But mourns in labour'd ſtrains the price of fame 


þ O lov'd Simplicity! be thine the prize! 


5 Aſſiduous art correct her page in vain! 
© His be the palm, who, guiltleſs of diſguiſe, 
Contemns the pow'r, the dull reſource to feign ! 
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Still may the mourner, laviſh of his tears | ( 
For lucre's venal meed, invite my ſcorn ! 
Still may the bard diſſembling doubts and fears, 1 


For praiſe, for flatt'ry ſighing, ſigh forlorn ! 


Soft as the line of love-ſick Hammond flows, \ 
15 Twas his fond heart eſſus'd the melting theme: 
| Ah never could AoxNia's hill diſcloſe 1 


So fair a fountain, or ſo lov'd a ſtream, 


Ye loveleſs bards! intent with artful pains 
'Fo form a ſigh, or to contrive a tear ! 

Forego your Pindus, and on 's plains 
Survey Camilla's charms, and grow ſincere, 
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But thou, my friend! while in thy youthful ſoul | 
Love's gentle tyrant ſeats his awſul throne, 

Write from thy boſom— let not art controul ( 
The ready pen that makes his edits known, 


Pleaſing when youth is long expir'd, to trace 

The forms our pencil or our pen deſign'd! 

© Such was our youthful air, and ſhape, and face! | 
| © Such the ſoft image of our youthful mind !? 


Soft whilſt we ſleep beneath the rural bow'rs, 
The Loves and Graces ſteal unfecn away; 
And where the turf diffus'd its pomp of flow'rs, 
We wake to wintry ſccues of chill decay! 
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Curſe the ſad fortune that detains thy fair; 

Praiſe the ſoft hours that gave thee to her arms; 
Paint thy proud ſcorn of ev'ry vulgar caie, 

When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 


Where with OEnone thou baſt worn the day 
Near fount or ftream. in meditation iove; 

If in the grove OEnane los'd to ſtray, 
"Che faithful mule mall mect thee in the grove, 
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Grief of griefs ! that Envy's frantic ire 
Should rob the living virtue of its praiſe! 
O fooliſh Mufes ! that with zeal afpire 
To deck the cold inſenſate ſlu ing, with bays! 


When the free ſpirit quits her humble frame, 

To tread the ſkies with radiant garlands crown'd 
Say, will ſhe hear the diſtant voice of Fame? 

Or hearing, fancy ſweetneſs in the ſound ? 
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Perhaps ev'n Genius pours a flighted lay; 
Perhaps ev'n Friendſhip ſheds a fruitleſs tear; 
Ev'n Littleton but vainly trims the bay, 
And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bier. 
B 2 
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Tho' weeping virgins haunt his favour'd urn, 
Renew their chaplets, and repeat their ſighs; 
Tho' near his tomb Sabæan odours burn, 
The loit'ring fragrance will it reach the ſkies ? 


No, ſhould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wrezths in vain : 
Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care 

Once crown'd his pleaſures, and diſpell'd his pain. 


Yes—the fair proſpect of ſurviving praiſe 
Can ev'ry ſenſe of preſent joys excel: 
For this, great Adrian choſe laborious days; 

Thio' this, expiring, bade a gay farewel. 


Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric raiſe, 
To life's precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you, to ſpread the ſacred baſe, 
To plan a work thro' lateſt ages fair ! 


Is it ſmall tranſport, as with curious eye 
You trace the ſtory of each Attic ſage, 

To think your blooming praiſe ſhall time defy : 
Shall waft like odours thro' the pleaſing page? 


To mark the day when, thro' the bulky tome, 
Around your name the varying ſtyle refines ! 
And readers call their loſt attention home, 
Led by that index where true genius ſhines ? 


F 


Ah let not Britons doubt their ſocial aim, 
Whoſe ardent boſoms catch this antient fire ! 

Cold int 'reſt melts before the vivid flame, 
And patriot ardours but with lite expire ! 
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On the untimely Dearmn of a certain learned 
ACWAINTANCE, 


F proud Pyzmalion quit his cumbrous frame, 
Funereal pomp the icanty tear ſupplies ; 
Whilſt heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 
Lo! here the brave and the puillant lies, 


When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends, 
Pageant nor plume diſtinguith Arcon's bier; 
The faithful muſe with votive ſong attends, 
And blots the mournſul numbers with a tear, 


He little knew the fly penurious art, 


That odious art which tortune's fav'rites know; 


Form'd to beſtow, he felt the warmelt heart, 
But envious fate forbade him to beſtow. 


He little knew to ward the ſecret wound; 

He little knew that mor tals could enſnare ; 
Virtue he knew : the nobleſt joy he found, 

To ling her glories, and to paint her fair ; 
.-D 3 
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III was he ſkill'd to guide his wand'ring ſheep, 
And unforeſcen diſaſter thinn'd his fold ; 

Yet at another's loſs the ſwain would weep. 
And for his friend his very crook was ſold: 


Ye ſons of wealth: protect the muſc's train; 

From winds protect them, and with food ſupply ? 
Ah! helpleſs they to ward the threaten'd pain ! 

The meagre famine, and the wint'ry ſky ! 


He lov'd a nymph : Amidſt his ſlender ſtore 
He dar'd to love, and Cynthia was his theme; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky ſhore, 
They only echo'd o'er the winding (ſtream, 


His nymph was fair ; the ſweeteſt bud that blows 
Revives leſs lovely from the recent ſhow'r ; 

So Philomel enamour'd eyes the roſe, 
Sweet bird ! enamour'd of the ſweeteſt flow'r ! 


He lov'd the muſe; ſhe taught him to complain ; 
He ſaw his tim'rous loves on her depend; 

He lov'd the mule, although ſhe taught in vain ; 

He lov'd the muſe for ſhe was Virtue's friend, 


She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 
Of Vice's brothel, forth to Virtue's fane, 
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He wiſh'd for wealth, for much he wiſh'd to give; 
He griev'd that Virtue might not wealth obtain; 
Pitcous of woes, and hopeleſs to relieve, 
The penſive proſpect ſudden'd all his ſtrain, 


I ſaw him faint ! I ſaw him ſink to reſt ! 
Like one ordain'd to ſwell the vulgar throng ; 
As though the virtues had not warm'd his breaſt, 
As though the muſes not inſpir'd his tongue. 


I ſaw his bier ignobly croſs the plain; 
Saw peaſant hands the pious rite ſupply ; 
The gen'rous ruſtics mourn'd the friendly ſwain, 
But pow'r and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry ! 


Such Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn ! 

Where were ye then, ye pow'rful patrons, where? 
Would ye the purple ſhould your limbs adorn, 

Go waſh the conſcious blemith with a tear. 


E LE 0 Y:::IV; 


OrnrLtia's URN. To Mr. 


Hrough the dim veil of ev'ning's duſky ſhade, 

Near ſome lone fane, or yew's funereal green, 
What dreary forms has magic Fear ſurvey'd! 
What ſhrouded ſpectres Superſtition ſeen ! 
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But you ſecure ſhall pour your fad complaint, 
Nor dread the meagre phantom's wan array ; 

What none but Fear's officious hand ean paint, 
What none but Superſtition's eye ſurvey, 


The glimm'ring twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall ſee your ſtep to theſe ſad ſcenes return: 

Conſtant, as cryſtal dews impearl the lawn, 
Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia's urn. 


Sure nought unhallow'd ſhall preſume to tray 
Where ſleep the relicks of that virtuous maid ; 

Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way, 
Where ſoft Ophelia's dear remains are laid, 


Haply thy muſe, as with uncecaſing ſighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd, 
May ſee light groups of pleaſing viſions riſe 

And phantoms glide, but of celeſtial Kind, 


Then Fame, her clarion pendent at her ſide, 
Shall ſeck forgiveneſs of Ophelia's ſhade ; 

© Why has ſuch worth without diſtinction dy'd, 
4 Why, like the deſert's lily, bloom'd to fade?“ 


Then young Simplicity, averſe to feign, 
Shall unmoleſted breathe lier ſofteſt ſigh: 
And Candour with unwonted warmth complain, 
And Innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
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Then Elegance, with coy judicious hand, 
Shall cull ſreſh flow*%tets for Ophelia's tomb! 
And Beauty chide the fate's ſevere command, 
That ſhew'd the frailty of ſo fair a bloom! 


And Fancy then, with wild ungovern'd wo, 
Shall her lov'd pupil's native taſte explain: 
For mournful ſable all her hues forego, 
And aſk ſweet ſolace of the mule in vain ! 


Ah ! gentle forms, expect no fond relief; 
Too much the ſacred nine their loſs deplore: 
Well may ye gricve, nor find an end of grief— 
Your beſt, your brighteſt fav'rite is no more. 
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He compares the Turbulence of Love with the Tran- 
quillity of FRIENDSsHIT. To MEL1s5Aa, his Friend. 


{ROM Love, from angry Love's inclement reign 
I paſs a while to Friendſhip's equal ſkies ; 
Thou, gen'rous maid, reliev'ſt my partial pain, 
And cheer'ſt the victim of another's eyes. 


Tis thou, Meliſſa, thou deſerv'ſt my care: 
How can my will and reaſon diſagree? 

How can my paſſion live beneath deſpair ? 
How can my boſom ſigh for aught but thee ? 


12 L 


Ah, dear Meliſſa! pleas'd with thee to rove, 
My ſoul has yet ſurviv'd its drearieſt time; 
Ill can I bear the various clime of love! 
Love is a pleaſing, but a various clime ! 


So ſmiles immortal Maro's fav'rite ſhore, 
Parth-nope with ev'ry verdure crown'd ! 
When (trait Veſuvio's horrid caldrons roar, 
And the diy vapour blaſts the region's round. 


Oh bliſsſul regions! oh unrival'd plains ! 
When Maro to theſe fragrant haunts retir'd ! 
Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurs'd domains ! 
When Pliny *mid ſulphureous clouds expir'd ! 


So ſmiles the ſarface of the treach'rous main, 
As o'er its waves the peaceful halcyons play ; 

When ſoon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 
And ſky and ocean mingle in the fray, 


But let or air contend, or ocean rave, 
Ev'n hope ſubſide amid the billows toſt; 
Hope, ſtill emergent, (till contemns the wave, 
And not a feature's wonted ſmile is loſt, 
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LE Or I. 
To a Lavpy, on the language of Bians. 


Come then, Dione, let us range the grove, 
The ſcience of the feather'd choirs explore; 
Hear linnets argue, lar ks deſcant of love, 
And blame the gloom of ſolitude no more. 


My doubt ſubſides — *tis no Italian ſong, 
Nor ſenſeleſs ditty, cheers the vernal tree; 
Ah! who that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 
Shall doubt that Muſic may with Senſe agree! 


And come, my muſe ! that lov'ſt the ſylvan ſhade, 
Evolve the mazes, and the miſt ditpel ; 

Tranſlate the ſong; convince my doubting maid, 
No ſolemn derviſe can explain fo well, —— 


Penſive beneath the twilight ſhades I ſat, 
The flave of hopeleſs vows, and cold diſdain ! 
When Philomel addrefs'd his mournful mate, 
And thus I conſtru'd the mellifluent ſtrain, 


© Sing on my bird—— the liquid notes prolong, 
At ev'ry note a lover ſheds his tear; 

Sing on, my bird 
Nor doubt to gain applauſe, when lovers hear, 


is Damon hears the ſong; 


' 
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He the fad ſource of our complaining knows ; * 
A foe to Tereus, and to lawleſs love! 
He mourns the (tory of our ancient woes: 


Ah! could our muſic his complaints remove! 


Yon plains are govern'd by a peerleſs maid ; T! 
And ſce, pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted ſky, In 
A train of lovers court the chequer'd thade ; 
Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate's reply. 


Ere while no ſhepherd to theſe woods retir'd ; 
No lover bleſs'd the glow worm s pallid ray; A 
But ill-ſtar'd birds that liſt'ning not admir'd, 

Or liſt'ning envy'd our ſupcrior lay. 
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Cheer'd by the ſun, the vaſſals of his pow'r, 

Let ſuch by day unite their jarring ſtrains: . 
But let us chooſe the calm, the ſilent hour, 

Nor want fit audience while Dione reigns,” 


E L E G TY .-YIL, 


He deſcribes his Visioxn to an Acquaintance, 


Caetera per terras omnes animalia, &c, Virg. 


N diſtant heaths, beneath autumnal ſkies, | 
Penſive | ſaw the circling ſhades deſcend; An 
Weary and faint I heard the ſtorm ariſe, | of 
While the ſun vaniſh'd like a faithleſs friend: 
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No kind companion led my ſteps aright, 
No friendly planet lent its glimm'ring ray; 
Ey'n the loan cot 1cſus'd its wonted light, 
Where toil in peaceful ſlumber clos'd the day. 


Then the dull bell had giv'n a plcaſing ſound ; 
The village-cur tete tranſport then to hear; 
In dreadful filence all was huſh'd around, 
While the rude ſtorm alone diſtreſs'd mine ear. 


As led by Orwell's winding banks I ſtray'd, 
Where tow'ring Wolſcy breath'd his native air, 
A ſudden luſtre chas'd the flitting ſhade, 
The ſounding winds were huſh'd, and all was fair. 


Inſtant a graceful form appear'd confeſt : 
White were his locks, with awful ſcarlet crown'd, 
And livclier far than Tyrian ſeem'd his veſt, 


That with the glowing purple ting'd the grounds 


Stranger,“ he ſaid, © amid this pealing rain, 

- Benighted, loneſome, whether wouldſt thou ſtray 9 

Docs wealth or pow'r thy weary ſtep conſtrain? 
Reveal thy wiſh, and let me point the way. 


| For know, I trod the trophy'd paths of pow'r : 


Felt ev'ry joy that fair ambition brings; 


And left the lonely roof of yonder how'r, 
To ſtand beneath, the canopies of Kings, 


Vor. 1. C 
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| bade low hinds the tow'ring ardour ſhare; 
Nor mcanly roſe to bliſs myſelf alone: 
I ſnatch'd the ſhepherd from his fleecy care, 


And bade his wholeſome dictate guard the throne, | Ws 


Low at my feet the ſuppliant peer I ſaw ; 
| ſaw proud empires my deciſion wait: 
My will was duty, and my word was law, 


My ſmile was tranſport, and my frown was fate.“ 


Ah me! ſaid I, nor pow'r I ſeek nor gain: 

Nor urg'd by hope of fame theſe toils endure ; 
A ſimple youth, that ſeels a lover's pain, 

And from his friend's condolence hopes a cure. 


He, the dear youth, to whoſe abodes l roam, 

Nor can mine honours nor my fields extend! 
Yet for his ſake I leave my diſtant home, 

Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend, 


Beneath that home I ſcorn the wint'ry wind; 

The ſpring, to ſhade me, robes her faireſt tree: 
As if a friend my graſs-grown threſhold find, 

O how my lonely coat reſounds with glee ! 


Yet tho' averſe to gold in heaps amaſs'd, 
1 wiſh to bleſs I languiſh'd to beſtow ; 

And tho' no friend to Fame's obſtrep'rous blaſt, 
Still to her dulcet murmurs not a foe, 


Un 
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Too proud with ſervile tone to deign addicfs, 
$7 7 71 . 
Io mcan to think that honours are my due; 


{2 Vet ſhould ſome patron yield my ſtorcs to bleſs, 


ne. 5 I ſure ſhould deem my boundleſs thanks weie few, 


4 But tell me, thou ! that like 2 me teor's 7 A 
= S$hot'(t blazing forth, dildaining dull degrecs, 


Should 1 to wenith, to fame, to pow'r atpire, 


«4 
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tc. ES Maſt I not paſs more zugged paths than theſe? 


Muſt I not groan bencath a guilty load, 
Praite him 1 fcorn, and him | love betray ? 


"4 


Kay 2 W 
3 


Docs not fclonious envy bar the road ? 
Oc falichuull's treach'tous foot beſet the way? 
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| gay. ſhould I paſs thro' Favour's crouded gate, 
Mutt not fair Truth inglorivus wait behind ? 
Z Whilſt 1 approach the glitt ring ſcenes of ſtate, 


— 
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My beſt companion no ad:imictince find? 


Nors' d in the ſhades by Frecdom's lenient care, 
Shall 1 the rigid ſway of Fortune au? 

Taught by the voice of piqus truth, prepare 
To ſpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 


And when proud Fortunc's ebbing tide recedes, 
And when it leaves me no unſhaken friend, 
Shall I not weep that e'er I left the meads, 
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Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend? 
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Oh ! if theſe ills the price of pow'r advance, 
Check not my ſpeed where ſocial joys invite! 

The troubled viſion caſt a mournful glance, 
And ſighing vaniſh'd in the ſhades of night, 


EL & ©-YT VL 


He deſcribes his carly Love of PorTry, and its 
Conſequences, To Mr G=-—,* 1745. 


A me! what envious magic thins my fold ? 
What mutter'd ſpell retards their late increaſe ? 
Such leſs'ning fleeces muſt the ſwain bchold, 
That e'cr with Doric pipe cllays ro pleaſe. 


I ſaw my friends in ev'ning circles meet; 
I took my vocal reed, and tun'd my lay: 
I heard them ſay my vocal reed was ſweet ; 
Ah fool! to credit what I heard them ſay! 


Ill-fated bard ! that ſeeks his (kill to ſhow, 
Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear ! 
Not the poor vet'ran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful ſtep, has more to fear. 


N. B. Written aſter the death of Mr Pope. 
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Nor could my G 
Till pious friendſhip mark'd the pleaſing way, 
Welcome ſuch error! ever bleſs'd the cauſe ! 
Ev'n tho? it led me boundleſs leagues aſtray ! 


miſtake the ctitic's laws, 


* Could'ſt thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame ? 


On liſt'ning Cherwell's oſier banks reclin'd, 
While foe to fortune, unſcduc'd by fame, 
I ſooth'd the bias of a careleſs mind. 


Youth's gentle kindred, Health and Love, were met; 
What though in Alma's guardian arms I play'd ? 
Now ſhall the muſe theſe vacant hours forget? 
Or deem that bleſs by ſolid cares repaid ? 


Thou know'ſt how tranſport thrills the tender breaft, 


_— 
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Where love and fancy fix their op'ning reign ; 
How nature ſhines in livelier colours dreft, 


To blifs their union, and to grace their train, 


So firſt when Phochus met the Cyprian queen, 

And favour'd Rhodes beheld their paſſion crown'd, 
Unuſual flow'rs entich'd the painted green, 

And ſwift ſpontancous rofes bluſh'd around. 


Now ſadly lorn, from Twit'nam's widow'd bow'r, 
The drooping mules take their caſual way; 
And where they ſtop, a flood of tears they pour; 
And where they weep, no more the ficlds are gay ! 
C3 
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Where is the dappled pink, the ſprightly roſe ? 
The cowſiip's golden cup no more I ſee: Ar 

Dark and diſcolour'd ev'ry flow'r that blows, | ] 
To form the garland, Elegy! for thee | 


Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead; : } 
Ah might we now the pious rage controul ! 2 
Huſh'd be my grief ere ev'ry ſmile be fled, == : 


Ere the deep ſwelling ſigh ſubvert the ſoul ' 


| If near ſome trophy ſpring a ſtripling bay, : : 
1 Pleas'd we bchold the graceful umbrage riſe; 7 
N But ſoon too deep it works its baneful way, 3» 
| And low on carth the proſtrate * ruin lies. | 
Þ — ˙ AU, - By 
| ] 
[| =. 
| Ilie deſcribes his Diſintereſtedneſs to a FRINx Ft 
| NE'FR muſt tinge my lip with Celtic wines; | 3 
[ The pomp of India mult 1 ne'er difplay ; Be 
Ft Nor boaſt the produce of Peruvian mines, = 
þ Nor with Italian ſounds deceive the day. 
1} 
| 


— 


* Alludcs to what is reported of the bay-tree, that 
f if it is planted too near the walls of an edifice, its roots 
will work their way underneath, till they deſtroy theF 
foundation. 
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Down vonder brook my cryſtal bev'rage flows; 
My grateful ſheep their annual fleeces bring; 
Fair in my garden buds the damaſk roſe, 
And from my grove I hear the throſtle ſing. 


My fellow ſwains! avert your dazzled eyes; 
In vain allur'd by glitt ring ſpoils they roves 
The fates ne'er meant them for the ſhepherd's prize, 
Yet gave them ample recompence in love, 


They gave you vigour from vour parent's veins ; 
They gave you toils, but toils your ſineus brace ; 

They gave you nymphs that own their am'rous pains, 
And ſhades, the refuge of the gentle race. 


To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 
See! poliſh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind! 

To ſing ſoft carols to your lovely dames, | 
Sce vocal grotts and echoing vales aflign'd ! 


Would'ſt thou, my Strephon, Love's delighted ſlave! 
Though ſure the wreaths of chivalry to ſhare, 
Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave, 
And giving bade thee in remembrance wear ? 


I fare my peace, but ev'ry idle toy, 

If to my mind my Dclia's form it brings, 
Has truer worth, imparts ſincerer joy, 

Than all that bears the raliant ſtamp of kings. 
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O my ſoul weeps, my breaſt with angviſh bleeds, 


When love deplores the tyrant pow'r of zain ! *; 
Diſdaining riches as the futile weeds, N 
I riſe ſuperior, and the rich diſdain, Je 


Oft from the ſtream, ſlow wand' ring down the glade, 
Penſive 1 hear the nuptial peal rebound ; ' / 
© Some miſer weds, | cry, „the captive maid, 2 


| And ſome fond lover ſickens at the found.” ® 

N Not Somerville, the muſe's friend of old, 1 
Though now exalted to yon ambient ſky, 4 

| So ſhunn'd a foul diſtain'd with earth and gold, =_ 

1 So lov'd the pure, the gen'rous breaſt, as I. | 8 
bi ; 

: Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, .- 
| | His loves, his friendſhips, ev'n his felt, reſigns ; 3 

; Perverts the ſacred inſtinct of his ſoul, : N 
\ And to a ducat's dirty ſphere confines, } 
| 2 DE; 

| But come, my friend, with taſte, with ſcience bleſt, N. 
0 ; 


k Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure ; 
[ Reſtore thy dear idea to my breaſt, 
| | The rich depoſite ſhall the ſhrine ſecure, 


Let others toil to gain the ſordid ore, 
1 The charms of independence let us ſing; 4 
; Bleſs'd with thy friendſhip, can I wiſh for more; Fo 10 
| I'll ſpurn the boaſted wealth of * Lydia's king. IF 

* Crocus, 
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7 o Fox TuNE, ſuggeſting his Motive for repining at her 
DisPENSATIONS, 


SK not the cauſe why this rebellious tongue 

| Loads with freſh curſes thy deteſted ſway ; 
Aſk not, thus branded in my ſofteſt ſong, 

| Why ſtands the flatter'd name which all obcy ? 


PTis not that in my thade 1 lurk forlorn, 
Nor ſee my roof on Parian columns riſe ; 
That on this breaſt no minic ſtar is borne, 
Rever'd, ah more than thoſe that light the ſkies, 


> Tis not that on the turf ſupinely laid, 

ld fling or pipe but to the flocks that graze 2 
And all inglorious in the loneſome ſhade, 

My finger ſtiffens, and my voice decays. 
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Not that my fancy mourns thy ſtern command, 
When many an embryo dome is loſt in air; 

While guardian prudence checks my eager hand, 
And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ** Forbear, 


*© Forbear, vain youth! be cautious weigh thy gold, 
Nor let yon riſing column more aſpire ; 

i *« Ah! better dwell in ruins than behold 

4 © Thy fortunes mould'ring, and thy domes entire. 
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*+ Honorio built, but dar'd my laws defy ; 

«. He planted, ſcornful of my ſage commands; 
% The peach's vernal bud regal'd his eye, 

&© The fruitage repin'd for more frugal hands.” 


See the ſmall ſtream that pours its murm'ring tide 


O'er ſome rough rock that would its wealth ditplay, 


Diſplays it avght but penury and pride ? 
Ah! conitrue wiſcly what fuck murmurs ſay, 


How would ſome flood, with ampler treaſures bleſt, 
Diſdainful view the ſcautling drops diſtill! 
How muit * Velino ſhake his reedy creſt ! 


How cv'ry cygnet- mock the boaſtire rill! 
Y CYE 


Fortune, I yield! and ſee, I give the ſign; 
At noon the poor mechanic wanders home; 
Collects the ſquare, the level and the line, 
And with rctorted eye forſakes the dome, 


Yes I can patient view the ſhadelcſs plains; 
Can unrepining leave the riſing wall 

Check the fond love of art that fir'd my veins, 
And my warm hopes in full purſuit recall. 


— 
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* A river in Italy, that falls an hundred yards 
perpendicular. 


1 r 


* ä r 
1 . 
Et II F 


2 
n * 
„ ES 
kt, 


. 


bj. hy 
£ , 2 


Fr won N 
4 . > 
fe” : £ 


LY 


S: a. G3 8.4 


7 Deſcend, ye ſtorms ! deſtroy my riſing pile; 

/ Loos'd by the whirlwind's unremitting ſway ; 
© Contented I, although the gazer ſmile 

7 5 To ſee it ſcarce ſurvive a winter's day. 


| Let ſome dull dotard baſk | in thy gay ſhrine, 
ay, | Y As in the ſun regales his wanton herd; 
* Guiltleſs of envy, why ſhould I repine, 
That his rude voice, his grating reed's preferr'd ? 


Let him exult, with boundleſs wealth ſupply'd, 

Wy Mine and the Swain's reluctant homage ſhare ; 
But ah! his tawdry ſhepherdeſs's pride, 

3 Gods! muſt my Delia, muſt my Delia bear ? 


>> Muſt Delia's ſoftneſs, elegance, and caſe, 

1 251 Submit to Marian's diefs? to Marian's gold ? 
"2 Muſt Marian's robe from diſtant India pleaſe ? 
The fimple fleece my Delia's limbs inſold? 


- Yet ſure on Delia ſeems the ruſſet fair: 

| © Ye glitt'ring daughters of diſguiſe, adieu!“ 
So talk the wiſe, who judge of ſhape and air; 

Y But will the rural thane decide fo true? 


1 8 

Ahl what is native worth eſteem'd of clowns ? 

ds Z 'Tis thy falſe glare, O Fortune! thine they ſee: 
Lis for my Delia's fake I dread thy frowns, 


And my laſt gaſp ſhall curſes breathe on thee, 
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He complains how ſoon the pleaſing NoveLTY of Re 
Lr is over. To Mr | . 
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H me, my friend! it will not, will not laſt ! 


Chis fairy ſccne, that cheats our youthful eyes! | 81 
The charm diſſolves; th' acreal muſic's paſt; 4 
The banquet ccaſes, and the viſion flies. | L | 
Where are the ſplendid forms, the rich perfumes, | 
Where the gay tapers, where the ſpacious dom Ol 
Vaniſh the coſtly pearls, the crimſon plumes, : 
And we, delightleſs left to wander home! 1 
Vain now are books, the ſages wiſdom vain! 
What has the world to bribe our Geps aſtray ? Bu 
4 Ere reaſon learns by ſtudy'd laws to reign, N 
10 The weaken'd paſſions, ſelf ſubdu'd, obey? = A 
[3 | 
| q Scarce has the ſun ſev'n annual courſes roll'd, 
j ' Scarce ſhewn the whole that fortune can ſupply : : 9 
| Since not the miſer ſo careſs'd his gold, 
| As 1, for what it gave, was hcard to ſigh, Of 


On the world's ſtage I wiſh'd ſome ſprightly part 
To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace ; Th 

1 "Twas life, *twas taſte, and— oh my fooliſh heart? 

Subſtantial joy was fix'd in power and place, Ho 


7 
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; And you, ye works of art ! allur'd mine eye, p 
Ihe breathing picture, and the living ſtone 2 
f | S «« Tho' gold, tho' ſplendour, Heav'n and Fate deny, 
N vet might I call one Titian ſtroke my own!” 
* 
Smit with the charms of fame, whoſe lovely ſpoil, 
The wreath, the garland, fire the poet's pride, 
I trimm'd my lamp, conſum'd the midnight oil 
But ſoon the paths of health and fame divide! 


es! | 


i | Oft too I pray'd, 'twas nature form'd the pray'r, 

> To grace my native ſcenes, my rural home; 

To ſee my trees expreſs their planter's care, 
And gay, on Attic models, raiſe my dome, 


But now tis o'er, the dear deluſion's o'er ? 
A ſtagnant breezeleſs air becalms my ſoul: 
A fond afpiring candidate no more, 
1 ſcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 


O Youth! enchanting ſtage, profuſely bleſs'd ! 
hleſs even obtruſive courts the frolic mind; 
Ol health neglectful, yet by health careſs'd : 

Careleſs to favour, yet ſecure to find. 


Then glows the breaſt, as op'ning roſes fair; 
t: More free, more vivid than the linnet's wing; 
Honeſt as light, tranſparent ev'n as air, 
| Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring. 
Vor. I, D 
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Not all the force of manhood's active might, 
Not all the craft to ſubtle age aſſign'd, | 
Not ſcience ſhall extort the dear delight, 11 
Which gay deluſion gave the tender mind. | 


Adieu ſoft raptures ! tranſports void of care! 11 
Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adicu! | 
And yon, her daughter's, pining with deſpair, 1 


Why, why ſo ſoon her fleeting ſteps purſue! 


Tedious again to curſe the drizzling day! 8 
Again to trace the wintry tracks of ſnow! | 
Or, ſooth'd by vernal airs, again ſurvey — $: 


The ſelf ſame hawthorns bud, and cowſlips blow! 


© life ! how ſoon of ev'ry bleſs forlorn ? | ES v 
We ſtart falſe joys, and urge the devious race: | 
A tender prey, that chears our youthful morn, 80 


Then ſinks untimely, and defrauds the chace. 
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His RECANTATION. 


N | O more the muſe obtrudes her thin diſguiſe; 
No wore with awkward fallacy complains, * 
1 How ev'ry fervour from my boſom flies, 1 
And reaſon in her loncſome palace reigns. 
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Tre the chill winter of our days arrive, 


* 
* 
* 
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No more the paints the breaſt from paſſion free; 
I feel, I feel one loit'ring with ſurvive— 


Ah necd I, Florio, name that with to thee ? 


The ſtar of Venus uſhers in the day, 


The firſt, the lovelic!t of the train that ſhine ! 
The (tar of Venus lends her brighteſt ray, 


When other ſtars their friendly beams reſign, 


Still in my breaſt one ſoft deſire remains, 


Pure as that ſtar, from guilt from int'reſt free, 
His gentle Delia tript acroſs the plains. 


And nced I, Florio, name that with to thee ? 


While, cloy'd to find the ſcenes of life the ſame, 
1 | tune with carclefs hand my languid lays; 


Some ſecret impulſe wakes my former (lame, 


And fires my (ſtrain with hope of brigliter days. 


I ſlept not long beneath yon rural how'rs ; 


And lo my crook with flow'rs adorn'd I ſee : 
Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flow'rs, 


And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee ? 
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To a FIND, on ſome ſlight Occasiox eſtranged 
from him, 


EALTH to my friend, and many a cheerful day 
Around his ſeat may peaceful ſhades abide ! 


Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with ſmiles, away, | 


And, till they crown our union, gcntly glide, 


Ah me! too ſwiftly fleets our vernal bloom! 
Loſt to our wonted friendihip, loſt to joy! 

* Soon may thy breaſt the cordial wiſh reſume, 

Ere wint'ry doubt its tender warmth deſtroy, 


Say. were it ours. by: Fortune's wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath the Torrid Zone; 
Would'ſt thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand? 
Would'ſt thou with ſcorn thy once lov'd friend diſown! 


Life is that ſtranger land, that alien clime: 
Shall kindred ſouls forego their ſocial claim ? 
Launch'd in the vaſt Abyſs of ſpace and time, 
Shall dark ſuſpicion quench the gen'rous flame? 


Myriads of ſouls, that knew one parent mold, 
See ſadly ſever'd by the laws of chance! 
Myriads, in time's perennial liſt enroll'd, 
Forbid by fate to change one tranſient glance! 
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But we have met — here ills of ev'ry form, 
Where paſſions rage, and hurricanes deſcend: 

Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, aſſiſt the (ſtorm ? 
And guide them to the boſom —ot a friend! 


* Yes, we have met - thto' rapine, fraud and wrong; 


Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore! 
Why leave thy friend amid the boiſt'rous throng, 
Ere death divide us, and we part no more:! 


For oh ! pale ſickneſs warns thy friend away ! 
For me no more the vernal roſes bloom! 

I ſee ſtern fate his ebon wand diſplay, 
And point the wither'd regions of the tomb. 


Then the keen anguiſh from thine eye ſhall ſtart, 
Sad as thou follow'tt my untimely beir ; 

%% Fool that I was—if friends ſo ſoon mult part, 
« To let ſuſpicion intermix a fear.“ 


K i EE OY XIV; 


Declining un Invitation to viſit foreign Countries, he 
takes Ocuation to intimate the Advantages of his own. 
To Lord ILEMerkE. 
HILE others loſt to iriendihip, loſt to love, 

Watte their belt minutes on a foreign ſtrand, 

Be mine, with Britiſh yymph or ſwain to rove, 
And court the genius of my native laud, 
D 3 
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Deluded youth! that quits theſe verdant plains, | 3 L 
; To catch the follies of an alien ſoil ! F 
To vin the vice bis genuine ſoul diſdains, PR M 
Return exultant, and import the ſpoil ! 
In vain he boaſts of his deteſted prize; I. 
No more it blooms to Britiſh climes convey'd, 

k Cramp'd by the impulſe of ungenial skies, 0 
16 See its freſh vigour in a moment fade! 
all 
$M. 

1 Th' exotic folly knows its native lime; Lt 
N An awkward ſtranger, if we waft it o'er; | 
Why then theſe toils, this coſtly waſte of time, >» Wy 
\ﬀ 10 ſpread foft poiſon on our happy ſhore ? | 

[ covet not the pride of foreign looms; = BY 
| In ſearch of foreign modes I ſcorn to rove | 
\ Nor for the worthleſs bird of brighter plumes, ln 
| Would change the meancſt warbler of my grove. | 

| 4 No diſtant clime ſhall ſervile airs impart, | Be 
1 Or from theſe limbs with pliant caſe to play; ® 
|. Trembling I view the Gaul's illuſive art, A 

| ul That ftcals my lov'd ruſticity away. | 
* 'Tis long ſince freedom fled th' Heſperian elime! Ne 
i Her citron groves, her flow'r-embroider'd ſhore ? 
| She ſaw the Britiſh oak aſpire ſublime, | | Le 

1 And ſoft Campania's olive charms no more. 
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Let partial ſuns mature the weſtern mine, 
To ſhed its luſtre o'er th' Iberian maid: 
Mien, beauty, ſhape, O native foil, are thine; 
Thy peerleſs daughters atk no forcign aid, 


| Let * Ceylon's envy'd plant perſume the ſeas, 
Till torn to ſeaſon. the Batavian bow'l ? 
Ours is the breaſt whoſe genuine ardours plcaſe, 
Nor need a drug to mcliorate the ſoul, 


Let the proud foldan wound th' Arcadian groves, 
Or with rude lips th' Aonian fount profane; 
The muſe no more by flow'ry Ladon roves, 
She ſecks her Thom ſon on the Britith plain. 


Tell not of realms by futhleſs war diſmay'd; 
As hapleſs realms that war's oppteſſion ſcel ! 
In vain may Auſtria boaſt her Noric blade, 
If Auſtria bleed beneath her boaſted ſteel, 


| Beneath her palm Idume vents her moan : 
Raptur d ſhe once beheld its friendly ſhade! 

And hoary Memphis boaſts her tombs alone, 
The mournful types of mighty pow'r decay'd! 


No creſcent here diſplays its baneful herns; 
No turban'd hoſt the voice of truth reproves 
Learning's free ſource the ſaze's breaſt adorns, 
And poets, not inglorious, chant their loves, 
* The Cinnamon, 
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Boaſt favour'd Media, boaſt thy flow'ry ſores ; 
Thy thouſand hues by chymic ſuns refin'd 3 

"Tis not the dreſs or mien my foul adores, 
Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 


While * Grenville's breaſt could virtue's Nores afford, 
What envy'd flota bore fo fair a freight, 

The mine compar'd in vain its latent hoard, 
The gem its luſtre, and the gold its weight, 


Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeſt courage fraught, 
Thee the lov'd image of thy native (hore! 

Thee by the virtue's arm'd, the graces taught, 
When we ſhall ceaſe to boatt, or to deplore ? 


Preſumptuous war, which could thy life deſtroy, 
Wat ſhall it now in recompence decree ? 

While friends that merit ev'ry earthly joy, 
Feel ev'ry anguith ; feel—the loſs of thee, 


Bid me no more a ſervile realm compare, 

No more the mule of partial praiſe arraign 
Britannia ſees no forsign breaſt ſo fair, 

And if the glory, glories not in vain, 


* Written about the time of Captain Grenville's 
dcath, | 
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In memory of a * private FamiLry in Worceſterſhire, 


| PROM a lone tow'r with rev'rend ivy crown'd, 


The pcaling bell awak'd a tender ſigh; 
Still. as the village caught the varing found, 


A ſwelling tear diltream'd fiom ev'ry cyc. 


So droop d, I ween, each Briton's breaſt of old, 
When the dull curfeu ſpoke, their freedom fled ; 
For, ſighing as the mournful accent roll'd, 
Our hope, they cry'd, our kind ſupport is dead! 


"Twas good Palemon—near a ſhaded pool, 
A group of ancient elms umbrageous roſe; 

The flocking rooks, by inſtinct's native rule 
This peaccful ſcene for their aſylum choſe. 


A few ſmall ſpires, to Gothic fancy fair, 
Amid the ſhades, emerging, (truck the view; 


+ "Twas here his youth reſpir'd its earlieſt air; 


"T'was here his age breath'd out its laſt adicu. 


ä—ũ—U—U — 


* The Penns of Harborough ; a place whoſe name, 
in the Saxon language, alludes to an arm. And there 
is a tradition that there was a battle fought, on the 
downs adjoining, betwixt the Britons and the Romans, 
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One favour'd ſon engag'd his tend'reſt care; 


One pious youth his whole affection crown d 2 
In his young breatt the virtues ſprung fo fair, | 
Such charms diſplay'd, ſuch ſweets diffus'd around.] To: 


0 
But whilſt gay tranſport in his face appears, War 
A noxious vapour clogs the poiſon'd ſby; A 
Blaſts tlic fair crop—the fire is drown'd in tears, 

And, ſcarce ſurviving, ſees his Cynthio dic! | No v 
= T 
O'er the pale corſe we ſaw him gently bend; If fol 
Hcart-chill'd with grief —** My thread,” he cry'd, 1 Tl 

is ſpun! 
If Heav'n had meant I ſhould my life extend, Thoſ. 
Heav'n bad prcierv'd my life's ſupport, my fon, = Ti 
Bade 
Snatch'd in thy prime, alas the ftroke were mild ! A 

Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree ! | 
Bleſs d were my lot, O Cynthio O my child! (None 
Had Heav'n fo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee.” Te 
'WThe 1 
Five ſleepleſs nights he ſtemm'd this tide of woes; Af 

Five irkſome ſuns he ſaw through tears forlorn ? 
|| On his pale corſe the ſixth fad morning roſe ; They | 
0 From yonder dome, the mournful bier was borne, Th 
| | | om 
N 0 Twas on thoſe “ downs, by Roman hoſts annoy'd, But 


Fought our bold fathers ; ruſtic, unrefin'd ! 
* Harborough Downs, 
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Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race, 
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Freedom's plain ſons, in martial cares employ'd ! 


| 

l 

They ting'd their bodies, but unmaſk'd their mind, | 
| 


Of milder merit, fix'd their calm retreat; 


War's deadly crimſon had forſook the place, 


And freedom fondly lov'd the choſen ſeat. 


No wild ambition fir'd their tranquil breaſt, 


To ſwell with empty ſounds a ſpotleſs name; 


If folt'ring ſkies, the ſun, the ſhow'r were bleſt, 


Their bounty ſpread , their fields extent the ſame, 


{Thoſe fields, profuſe of raiment, food, and fire, 


They ſcorn'd to leſſen, carcleſs to extend: 
Bade luxury to laviſh courts aſpite, 
And avarice to city breaſts deſcend. 


None to a Virgin's mind preferr'd her dower; 
To fire with vicious hopes a modeſt heir: 


'WThe fire, in place of titles, wealth, or power, 


Aſſign'd him virtue; and his lot was fair, 


hey ſpoke of Fortune, as ſome doubtful dame, 
| That ſway'd the natives of a diſtant ſphere; 
om lucre's vagrant ſons had learn'd her fame, 
© But never wiſh'd to place her banners here. 
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Hete youtli's free ſpirit, innocently gay, 
Enjoy d the moſt that innoccnce can give; 
Thoſe wholſome facts, that border virtue's way; 
Thoſe cooling fruits, thut we may taſte and live. 


Their board no ſtrange ambiguous viand bote; 


From their own {treams their choicer fare they drew, 


To lure the ſcaly glutton to the thore, 
The lole deceit their artleſs boſom knew! 


Sincere themſelves, ali too ſecure to find 
The common boſom, like their own, ſincere! 
"Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind z 


Tis her own poiion bids the viper fear, 


Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fane, 

Their ſuppliant buſts implore the reader's pray'r ; 
Ah gentle ſouls ! enjoy your bliſsful reign, 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 


For ſure, to blifsful realms the ſouls are flown, 
That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenſur'd, ſtrove; 

The friends of conicience | mulic, all their own ; 
Muſic the voice of virtue, and of love! 


The journeying peaſant, thro' the ſecret ſhade, 
Heard their ſoft lyres engage his liſt'ning car; 

And haply dcem'd ſome courteous angel play'd ; 
No angel play d—but mighit with tranſport hear, 
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For theſe the ſounds that chace unholy ſtrife! 
Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releaſe! 


* Raiſe him to ſpurn the radiant ills of life, 


To pity pomp, to be content with peace. 


' Farewel ! pure ſpirits! vain the praiſe we give, 


The praife you ſought from lips angelic flows; 
Farewel ! the virtues which deſcrve to live, 
Deſerve an ampler bliſs than life beſtows. 


Laſt of his race Palemon, now no more 
The modeſt merit of his line ditplay'd ; 
Then pions Hough Vigorma's mitre wore—— 
Soft ſleep the duſt of each deſerving ſhade. 


LBO AI. 


le ſuggeſts the Advantages of EIRTAH to a Perſon of 
Merit, and the Folly of a SUrERCILioUSNEsSS that 
is built upon that fole FounnATI1o0N. 


Y HEN genius grac'd with lineal ſplendour glows, 
When title ſhines, with ambient virtues own'ds 
Like fome fair almond's flow'ry pomp it ſhews, 
The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 


Then learn, ye fair ! to ſoften ſplendour's ray; 
Endure the ſwain, the youth of low degree; 
Let meckneſs join'd its temp'rate beam diſplay ; 
'Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree, 

Vor. I. E 
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Pity the ſandal'd ſwain, the ſhepherd's boy; 1 
He ſighs to brighten a neglected name; | : 
Foe to the dull applauſe of vulgar joy, | f Sc 

He mourns his lot ; he wiſhes, merit's fame, 
In vain to groves and pathleſs vales we fly ; wy 6 
Ambition there the bow'ry haunt invades; 
Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier's eye. ES Sc 
But gleam ſtill lovely thro' the checquer'd ſhades, 
Vainly, to guard from love's unequal chain . 
Has fortune rear'd us in the rural grove; | 
Should * * 's eyes illume the deſart plain, Co 
Lv'n 1 may wonder, and ev'n I mult love, | 
Nor unregarded ſighs the lowly hind ; M) 
Though you contemn, the gods reſpect his vow; 
Vindictive rage awaits the ſcornful mind, An 
And vengeance, too ſevere! the gods allow, 
On Sarum's plain I met a wand'ring fair No 
The look of ſorrow, lovely till ſhe bore: | 
Looſe flow?d the ſoft redundance of her hair, Af 
And, on her brow, a flow'ry wricath ſhe wore, 4 
Oſt 006; ing as the ttray'd, ſhe cull'd the pride Wh 
Gee y plain ; the pillag'd ev'ry grove! 8 1 
The facirs chaplet daily ſhe ſupply'd, The 


And (lili her haud ſome vanious garland wove, i" ( 
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My love is young 
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Scem'd with her air her accent to conſpite, 
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Krroneous fancy ſhap'd her wild attire ; 
From Bethlem's wells the pure lymphatic ſtray'd ; 


When, as wild fancy taught her, thus the ſaid: 


„ Hear me dear youth ! oh hear an hapleſs maid, 


Sprung from the ſcepter'd line of ancient kings! 
Scorn'd by the world, 1 aſk thy tender aid; 
Thy gentle voice ſhall whiſper kinder things. 


The world is frantic — fly the race profane 
Nor l, nor you, ſhail its com paffion move; 

Come friendly let us wander, and complain, 
And tell me, ſhepherd ! haſt thou ſecu my love? 


but other loves are young; 
And other loves are fair, and ſo is mine: 


An air divine deſcloſes whence he ſprang; 


He is my love, who boalts that air divine, 


No vulgar Dawon robs me of my reſt, 
lanthe liſtens to no vulgar vow z 


A prince from gods deſcended, fires her breaſt : 


A brilliant crown diſtinguiſhes his brow. 


What, ſhall | ſtain the glories of my race? 


More clear, more lovcly bright than Heſper's beam! 


The porc'lain pure with vulgar dirt debaſe ? 


Or mix with puddle the pellucid ſtream ? 
E 2 
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See thro' theſe veins the ſapphire current ſhine ! » 
"T'was ſove's own nectar gave th' etheteal hue: 
| Can baſe plebeian forms contend with mine! Ye 
Diſplay the lovely white, or match the blue ? 
The painter ſtrove to trace its azure ray; But 
He chang'd his colours, and in van he ſtrove; 
He frown'd —1 ſmiling view'd the faint eſſay; My 
Poor youth, he little knew it flow'd from Jove. 
Pity ing his toil, the wondrovs truth I told; Wt 
How am'rous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair; | 
How thro” the race the gen'rous current roll'd, Th. 
And mocks the poet's art, and painter's care. . 
Yes, from the gods, from earlieſt Saturn, ſprung 01 
Our ſacred race; thro' demi- gods convey'd ? 11 
And he, ally'd to Phoebus, ever young, Til 
My god like boy, muſt wed their duteous maid, þ 
Oft, when a mortal vow profanes my ear, But 
My fire's dread fury murmurs thro” the ſky ; 13 
And ſhould I yield, — his inſtant rage appears, |; See, 
He darts th' uplifted vengeance—and I die. | 1 
Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll! * 
Have you not ſeen more horrid lightnings glare 7] 
*T was then a vulgar love enſnar'd my ſoul; The 


'Twas then -I hardly *ſcap'd the fatal ſnare. 1 4 
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* "Twas then a peaſant pour'd his am'rons vow, 
All as U liſten'd to his vulgar ſtrain ;-— 
Yet ſuch his beauty —would my birth How, 
Dear were the youth, and bliſsful were the plain. 


But oh ! I faint ! why waſtes my vernal bloom, 
In fruitleſs ſearches ever doo:in'd to rove ? 

My nightly dreams the toilſome path :etime, 
And I ſhall die—before i fin my ove. 


When laſt 1 ſlept, methought my raviſh'd eye 
On diſtant heaths his radiant form ſurvey'd; 
Tho' nights thick clouds encompal.,'d all the ſky, 
The gems that bound his brow difpell'd the ſhade. 


O how this boſom kindled at the fight ! 
Led by their beams I urg'd the pleaſing chace ; 
Till on a ſudden, theſe with-held their light 
All, all things envy the ſabli-: embrace, 


But now no more-—behind the tant grove, 
Wanders my diſtant youth, and chides my ſtay ; 
See, ſee ! he graſps the ſteel forbear my love 
lanthe comes; thy princeſs haſtes away.“ 


Scornful ſhe ſpoke, and heedleſs of reply, 

The lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain! 

| The piteous victim of an angry (ky | 

Ah me the victim of her proud diſdain ! 
E 3 
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E.LE'G VII. 


He indulges the Suggeſtions of SrixEN: An Errcy 
to the Wixps 


Mole, namque tibi dirum pater atque hominum rex 
Et mulcere dedit mentes et tollere vento. 


SrERN monarch of the winds, admit my pray'r! 
A while thy fury check, thy ſtorms confine ! 
No trivial blaſt impells the paſſive air, 
But brews a tempeſt in a breaſt like mine. 


What bands of black ideas ſpread their wings ! 
The peaceful regions of content invade ! 

With deadly poiſon taint the cryſtal ſprings ! 
With noiſome vapour blaſt the verdant ſhade ! 


I know their leader, Spleen ; and dread the ſway 
Of rigid Eurus, his deteſted fire ; 

Thro' one my bloſſoms and my fruits decay ; 
Thro' one my pleaſures and my hopes expire. 


Like ſome pale ſt:ipling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noon tide beam, 

I ſtand aghaſt; and chill'd with fear ſurvey 
How far I've tempted life's deceitful ſtream? 
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Where by remorſe impell'd, repuls'd by fears, 
Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 
She flies the ſad preſage of coming years, 
And ſorr'wing dwells on pleaſures now no more! 


Again with patrons and with friends ſhe roves; 
But friends and patrons never to return | 
She ſees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves, 
But ſees them weeping, o'er Lucinda's urn. 


She viſits, Iſis ! thy forſaken ſtream, 
Oh ill forſaken for Baeotian air! 

She deems no flood reflects ſo bright a beam, 
No reed fo verdant, and no flow'rs ſo fair. 


She dreams beneath thy f{acred ſhades were pence, 
Thy bays might even the civil ſtorm repell; © 
Reviews the ſocial blits, thy learned- eaſe, 
And with no cheerful accent cries, Farewell ! 


Farewell, with whom to theſe retreats I tray'd ! 
By youthful ſports, by youthful toils ally'd ! 
Joyous we ſojourn'd in thy circling ſhade, 
And wept to find the paths of life divide. 


She paints the progreſs of my rival's vow z 
Sees ev'ry muſe a partial ear incline; 

Binds with luxuriant bays his favour'd brow, 
Nor yields the refuſe of his wreath to mine, 
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She bids the flatt'ring mirrour, form'd to pleaſe, 
Now blaſt my hope, now vindicate deſpair ; 

Bids my fond verſe the love ſick parley ceaſe ; 
Accuſe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 


Where circling rocks defend ſome pathleſs vale, 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove ! 

Alas ! there echo will repeat the tale 
Where ſhall 1 find the filent ſcenes I love? 


Fain would I momin my luckleſs fate alone; 
Forbid to pleaſe, yet fate to admire; 

Away my friend! my forrows aie my own; 
Why ſhould I breathe around my ſick deſire ? 


Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 

Near ſome ſad ruin's ghaſtly ſhade to dwell ! 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, 

And from the mould'ring refuſe build my cell. 


Genius of Rome! thy proſtrate pomp diſplay ! 
Trace ev'ry diſmal proof of fortune's pow'r ; 
Let me the wreck of theatres ſurvey, 
Or penſive (it beneath ſome nodding tow'r, 


Or where ſome duct, by rolling ſeaſons worn, 
Convey'd pure ſtreams to Rome's imperial wall, 

Near the wide breach, in filence let me mourn; 
Or tane my dirgies to the water's fall. 
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2 Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin'd pride; 

| ; Tow'rs, arches, fanes, in wild confuſion ſtrown 
Let baniſh'd “ Marius, low'ring by thy fade, 

Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 


Ah no! thou monarch of the ſtorms ! forbear ; 
My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul ; 
And ſcarce a pleaſing twilight ſoothes my care, 

Ere one valt death like darkneſs thocks my ſoul, 


Forbear thy rage—on no perennial baſe 
Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitful pile: 
My pains are fled — my joy reſumes its place, 
Should the ſky brighten, or Nleliſſa ſmile, 


ww C * —— A * — <-> 


* Inopemque vitam in tugurio ruinarum Carthagin- 
enſium toleravit, cum Marius inſpiciens Carthaginem, 
illa intuens Marium alter alteri poſſent eſſe ſolatio. Liv. 
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E L E GY. XVIII. 


He repeats the SoxG of CoLin, a diſcerning Shepherd; 
lamenting the State of the Wollen MAnNuracToky, 


Ergo omni ſtudio glaciem ventoſque nivales, 
Quo minus eſt illis curae mortalis egeſtas, 
Avertes : victumque fercs. Vino. 


EAR Avon's bank, on Arden's flow'ry plain, 
A * tunciul ſhepherd charm'd the liſt'ning wave; 
And ſunny Cotiol' fondly lov'd the ſtrain ; 
Yet not a garland crowns the ſhepherd's grave! 


Oh loſt Ophelia ! ſmoothly flow'd the day, 
o feel his muſic with my flames agree! 

To taſte the beautics of his melting lay, 
To taſte, and fancy it was dcar to thee! 


When, for his tomb, with each revolving year, 
I ſteal the muſk roſe from the ſcented brake, 
I ſtrew my cowſlips, and ! pay my tear, 
I'll add the myrtle for Ophelia's ſake. 


Shiv'ring beneath a lcafleſs thorn he lay, 
When death's chill rigour ſciz'd his flowing tongue; 
The more I found his falt'ring notes decay, 
The more pathetic truth ſublim'd the ſong. 
* Mr Somerville, 
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| Shall ev'ry other virtue grace thy thione, 


u U n 601-2-6 45 


% Adieu my flocks,” he ſaid ! ** my wonted care 


By ſunny mountains, or by verdant ſhore ! 
May ſome more happy hand your fold prepare, 
And may you need your Colin's crook no more, 


And you, ye ſhepherds ! lead my gentle ſheep; 
To breezy hills, or leafy ſhelters lead; 

But if the (ky with ſhow'rs inceſſant weep, 
Avoid the putrid moiſture of the mead. 


Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpl'd heath, 


Long loit'ring there your flcecy tribes extend 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath |! 
The fruitleſs gift of an officious friend! 


Ah! what avails the tim'rous lambs to guard, 


Tho' nightly cares with daily labours join! 
If foreign ſloth obtain the rich reward, 
If Gallia's craft the pond'rous fleece purloin ! 4 


Was it for this, by conſtant vigils worn, 
I met the terrors of an carly grave! 


For this, I led them from the pointed thorn ? 


For this I bath'd 'em in the lucid wave ? 


Ah heedleſs Albion! too benignly prone 


Thy blood to lavith, and thy wealth reſign ! 


But quick-cy'd prudence never yet be thine ? 
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From the ſair natives of this pecrleſs bill 


Thou gav'ſt the ſlicep that browze Ilherian plains : 


Their plaintive cries the fuithlefs region fill 
Their fleece adorns an haughty tuc's domains, 


H-fated flocks! from cliff to if they ſtray; 
Far from their dams. their native guardians far! 
Where the ſoft ſhepherd, all the ivclong day, 
Chants his proud miſtreſs to h.s loarle guitar, 


But Albion's youth her native fleece deſpiſe; 
Unmov'd they hear the pining ſhepherd's moan; 
In filky folds each nervous limb diſguiſe, 

Allur'd by ev'ry treaſure but their own. 


Oft have 1 hurry'd down the rocky ſteep, 
Anxious to ſce the wint'ry tempeſt drive ; 
Preſerve, ſaid I, preſerve your flcece, my lheep ! 
Etre long will Phillis, will my love arrive. 


Ere long ſhe came: ah! wo is me, ſhe came! 
Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine : 

For zifts like thefe they gave their ſpotleſs fame, 
Reſign their bloom, their innocence reſign. 


Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known, 
Give the rich growth of Britiſh hills to fanic ? 
And let her charms and her example vwn 
That Virtuc's dreſs, and Beauty's arc the ſame? 
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> Will no fam'd chief ſupport this gen'rous maid 
Once more the patriot's arduous path reſume ? 
And comely from his native plains array'd, 
Speak future giory to the Britiſh loom ? 


What pow'r unſeen my raviſh'd fancy fires? - 

| pierce the dreary ſhade of future days; 
Sure *tis the genius of the land inſpires, 

To breathe my lateſt breath in * * * praiſe. 


O might my breath for * * * praiſe ſuffice, 
How gently ſhould my dying limbs repoſe ! 
| O might his future glory bleſs mine eyes, 
My k raviſh'd eyes! how calmly would they cloſe ! 


was born to ſpread the gen'ral joy; 
By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd ; 
Britons for Britain ſhall the crook employ : 
Britons for Britain's glory ſhare the fold.“ 


r 
Written in Spring 1743. 


GAIN the lab'ring hind inverts the ſoil; 
Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave: 
Another ſpring renews the ſoldier's toil, 
And finds me vacant in the rural cave. 
Vor. I, F 
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As the ſoft lyre diſplay'd my wonted loves, 
The penſive pleaſure and the tender pain, 

The fordid Alpheus burry'd thro' my groves; 
Yet ſtopt to vent the dictates of diſdain. 


He glanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruin'd fold ; 
He blam'd the graces of my fav'rite bow'r ; 
My breaſt, unſully'd by the luſt of gold; 
My time, unlaviſh'd in purſuit of pow'r. 


Yes, Alpheus ! fly the purer paths of fate: 
Abjure theſe ſcenes from venal paſſions free; 
Know in this grove, I vow'd perpetual hate, 


War, endleſs war, with lucre and with thee. 


Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 
1 dreſs'd an altar to Thalia's name: 


Here as | crown'd the verdant ſhrine with flow'rs, 


Soft on my labours ſtole the ſmiling dame. 


Damon, ſhe cry'd, if pleas'd with honeſt praiſe, 
Thou court ſucceſs by virtue or by ſong, 
Fly the falſe dictates of the venal race; 
Fly the groſs accents of the venal tongue. 


Swear that no lucre ſhall thy zeal betray; 


Swerve not thy foot with Fortune's vot'ries more; 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifeleſs day— 
he winning phantom urg'd me, and 1 ſwore. 


; Fo 
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” Forth from the ruſtic altar ſwift I ſtray'd, 
„ Aid my firm purpole, ye celc{tial pow'rs ! 
Aid me to quell the ſordid breaſt,” I ſaid ; 
And * threw my jav'lin tow'rds their hoſtile tow'is. 


Think not regretful I ſarvey the deed, 
Or added ycars no more the zeal allow; 
still, ſtill obſervant to the grove | jpecd, 
The ſhrine embellith, and repeat the vow, 


Sworn from his cradle Rome's relentleſs foe; 

Such gen'rous hate the f Punic champion bore z 
Thy lake, O Chrafimene! beheld it glow, 

And Cannac's walls, and I'rcbia's crimſon ſhore, 


But let grave annals paint the warrionr's fame; 
Fair (ſhine his arms, in hiſtory enroll'd; 

* Whilſt humbler lyres his civil worth proclaim, 
His nobler hate of avarice and gold. —— 


” SRI" 


Now Punic pride its final eve ſurvey'd; 
Its hoſts exhauſted, and its fleets on fire; 
Patient the victor's lurid frown obey'd, 
And ſaw th' unwilling elephants retire, 


e * The Roman ceremony in declaring war, 


Hannibal. | 
F 2 | 
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But when their gold depreſs'd the yielding ſcale, 
Their gold in pyramidic plenty pil'd, 

He ſaw the unutterable grief prevail; 
He faw their tears, and, in his fury, ſmil'd, 


Think not, he cry'd, ye view the ſmiles of caſe, 
Or this firm breaſt diſclaims a patiiot's pain 

I ſmile but from a ſoul eſtrang'd to peace, 
Frantic with giicf, delirious with diſdain ! 


But were it cordial, this detcſted ſmile, 
Scems it leſs timely than the grief ye ſhow! 
O ſons of Carthage! grant me to revile 
The ſordid ſource of your indecent wo ! 


Why weep ye now! ye ſaw with tearleſs eye 
When your fleet perith'd on the Punic wave: 

Where lurk'd the coward tear. the lazy ſigh, 
When Tyre's imperial ſtate commenc'd a ſlave ? 


"Tis paſt—O Carthage! vanquiſh'd ! honour'd ſhade ! 
Go the mean ſorrows of thy ſons deplore; 

Had freedom ſhar'd the vow to fortune paid, 
She nc'er, like fortune, had forſook thy ſhore,” 


„ 


e ceas'd —abaſh'd the conſcious audience hear; 
” Their pallid cheeks a ctimſon bluſh unfold ; 
Jet o'er that virtuous bluſh diſtreams a tear, 

And falling moiſtens their abandon'd gold “. 


E LE Q Y-.. XX 


He compares his Humnce FoxTuNeE with the Diſtreſs 
of others; and his SusjecTION to DEL1A, with the 
miſerable Servitude of an AFRICAN SLAVE, 


WHY droops this heart, with fancy'd woes forlora ? 

Why ſinks my ſoul beneath each wint'ry (ky ? 
What penſive crouds, by ceaſeleſs labours worn, 
What myriads, with to be as bleſs'd as 1? 


What tho' my roofs devoid of pomp ariſe, 

Nor tempt the proud to quit his deſtin'd way ! 
Nor coſtly art my flow'ry dales diſguiſe, 

Where only ſimple friendſhip deigns to ſtray ? 


} 
. 
5 
* 


See the wild fons of Lapland's chill domain, 1 
That ſcoop their couch beneath the drifted ſnows! | 
Ho void of hope they ken the frozen plain. 
Where the ſharp caſt for ever, ever blows ! 


— 


— — 


* By the terms forced upon the Carthaginians by 8 
Scipio, they were to deliver up all the clephants, and * 
to pay near two millions Sterling, is! 
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Slave tho' I be, to Delia's eyes a ſlave, 

My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wear; 

The ſigh ſhe cauſes well becomes the brave, 
The pang ſhe cauſes, *tis ev'n bliſs to bear. 


See the poor native quite the Lycian ſhores, 
Ah! not in loves delightful fetters bound! 
No radiant ſmile his dying peace reſtores, 
Nor love, nor fame, nor friendſhip heals his wound, 


Let vacant bards diſplay their boaſted woes, 
Shall I the mockery of grief diſplay ? 

No, let the muſe his piercing pangs diſcloſe, 
Who bleeds and weeps his ſum of life away ! 


On the wild beach in mournful guiſe he ſtood, 
Ere the ſhrill boatſwain gave the hated fign ; 
He dropt a tcar unſeen into the flood; 

He ſtole one ſecret moment to repine. 


Yet the muſe liſten'd to the plaints he made; 
Such moving plaints as nature could inſpire; 
To me the muſe his tender plea convey'd, 
But ſmooth'd, and ſuited to the ſounding lyre. 


„% Why am I raviſh'd from my native ſtrand ? 

What ſavage race protects this impious gain? 
Shall foreign plagues infeſt this teeming land, 

And more than ſea- born monſters plough the main? 


W 
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Here the dire locuſts horrid ſwarms prevail; 
Here the blue aſps with livid poiſon ſwell: 

Here the dry dipſa writhes his ſinuous mail; 
Can we not here, ſecure from envy dwell? 


When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chace, 

When the ſtern panther ſought his midnight prey, 
What fate reſcrv'd me for this * Chriſtian race? 

O race more poliſh'd, more ſevere than they! 


Ye prouling wolves, purſue my lateſt cries ? 
Thou hungry tyger, leave thy recking den! 
Ye ſandy waſtes, in rapid eddies rife ! 
O tear me ſrom the whips and ſcorns of men! 


Yet in their face ſuperior beauty glows ; 
Are ſmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ? 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 
And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. # 


Of bliſsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
Where gentle minds convey'd by death repair, 
But ſtain'd with blood, and criwſon'd o'er with crimes 

Say, ſhall they merit what they paint ſo fair? 


No, careleſs, hopeleſs of thoſe fertile plains, 


Rich by our toils, and by our ſorrows gay, 
They ply our labours, and enhance our pains, 

And feign theſe diſtant regions to repay. | 

* Spoke by a Savage, 9 


For them our tuſky elephant expires ; - 
For them we drain the mine's embowel'd gold; ; 
Where rove the brutal nations wild deſires ?—— 8 


Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is fold ! 


Yet ſhores there are, bleſs'd ſhores for us remain, 
And favour'd ifles with golden fruitage crown'd, 

Where tufted flow'rcts paint the verdant plain, 0. 
Where cv'ry breeze ſhall med'cine ev'ry wound. 


| There the ſtern tyrant that embitters liſe, Th 
Shall, vainly ſuppliant, ſpread his alking hand; 
| There ſhall we view the billow's raging ſtrife, 860 
| Aid the kind breaſt, and waſt his boat to land, 
Her 
| r A 
| I tr: 
f Taking a view of the CounTry from his RETIREMENT 1 
| he is led to meditate on the CuARACTER of the 
| ancient BRI Tons. Written at the Time of a ru- les 
| moured Tax upon Luxury, 1746, 10 
| Plea: 
| 1 
| THos Damon ſung What though unknown to 
| praiſe, And 
| Umbrageous coverts hide my muſe and me; = FF 
Or 'mid the rural ſhepherds, flow my days, Such 


Amid the rural ſheplierds, 1 am free, | 


hne 


I trace the tott' ring reliques with a ſmile, 


And ſee Plinlimmon ! ev'n the youthful ſight 


Such Caer caradoc! thy ſtupendous height, 
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To view ſleek vaſſals croud a ſtately hall, 
Say ſhould I grow myſelf a folemn flave ? 
To find thy tints, O Titian ! grace my wall, 
Forego the flow'ry fields my fortune gave ? 


Lord of my time, my devious path I bend, 

I'hro' fringy woodland, or ſmooth ſhaven lawn; 
Or penſile grove, or airy cliff aſcend, 

And hail the ſcene by Nature's pencil drawn, 


Thanks be to fate—though nor the racy vine, 
Nor fatt'ning olive clothe the ficlds I rove, 
Scq ueſter'd ſhades, and gurgling founts are mine, 

And ev'ry ſylvan grot the muſcs love. 


| Here if my viſta point the mould'ring pile, 


Where hood and cowl devotion's aſpect wore, 


; 


To think the mental bondage is no more! 


| Pleas'd, if the glowing landſcape wave with corn; 


Or the tall oaks, my covntry's bulwark, riſe ; 
Pleas'd, if mine eye, o'er thouſand valleys borne, 
Diſcern the Cambrian hills ſupport the ſkies, 


Scales the proud hills ethereal cliffs with pain! 


Whoſe ample ſhade obſcures th' Iernian main. 
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Bleak, joyleſs regions! where by ſcience fir'd, 
Some prying ſage his loncly ſtep may bend ? 

There, by the love of novel plants inſpir'd, 
Invidious view the clam ring goats aſcend, 


Yet for thoſe mountains, clad with laſting ſnow, 
The free born Briton left his greeneſt mead; 
Receding ſullen from his mighticr foe, 
For here he ſaw fair Liberty recede, 


Then if a chief perſorm'd a patriot's part, 
Suſtain'd her drooping ſons, repell'd her foes, 
Above or Perſian luxe, or Attic art, 
The rude majeſtie monument aiofe, 


Progreffive ages carcl'd forth his ſame 
Sires, to U. is praiſe, attun'd their children's tongue; 
The hoary druid fed the gen'rous flame, 
While in ſuch ſtrains, the rev'rend wizard ſung. 
6 Go forth my ſons ! for what is vital breath, 
Your gods expell'd, your liberty refign'd ? 
Go forth, my ſons! for what is Inſtant death 
To ſouls ſecure perennial joys to find ? 


For ſcenes there are, unknown to war or pain, 
Where drop's the balm that heals a tyrant's wound; 

Where patriots, bleſt with boundleſs freedom, reign, 
With miſletoc's myſtrious garlands crown'd. 
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uch are the names that grace your myſtic ſongs; 
Your ſolemn woods reſound your martial fire 
To you, my ſons, the ritual mecds belongs, 
If in the cauſe you vanquiſh, or expire. 


Hark! from the ſacred oak that crowns the groves 
What awful voice my raptur'd boſom warms ! 

This is the favour'd moment Hcav'n approves, 
Sound the ſhrill trump; this inſtant, ſound to arms,” 


Theirs was the ſcience of a martial race, 
To ſhape the lance, or decorate the ſhield ; 
Ev'n the fair vitgia ſtain'd her native grace, 
To give new horrors to the tented field. 


Now, for ſome cheek where guilty bluſhes glow, 
For ſome ſalſe Florimel's impure diſguiſe, 

The liſted youth, nor war's loud ſignal know, 
Nox virtuc's call, nor fame's imperial prize. 


—_ 


Then if ſoft concord lull'd their fears to ſleep, 75 
Inert and filent flept the manly car; | 
But ruth'd horrific o'cr the fearful {tcep, | 
If frecdom's awful clarion breath'd to war. 


Now the ſlcek courtier, indolent and vain, 
Thron'd in the ſplendid carriage glides ſupine g 


| To taint his virtue with a foreign ſtrain, 


Or at a fav'ritc's board his faith reſign, 
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Leave then, O Luxury! this happy ſoil! 
Chaſe her, Britannia, to ſome hoſtile ſhore ! 
Or“ fleece the baneſul peſt with annual ſpoil, 
And let thy vittuous offspring weep no more, 


SLE OY. XL 


Written in the Year , when the RicurTs of $St+ 
'PULTURE Wcre fo frequently violated, 


AY. gentle ſleep, that lov'ſt the gloom of night, 
Parent of dreams! thou great magician, ſay, 
Whence my late viſion thus endures the light; 
Thus haunts my fancy thro' the glare of day. 


The ſilent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 
And anxious care relign'd my limbs to reſt ; 

A ſudden luſtre ſtruck my wond'ring eyes, 
And Sylvia ſtood before my couch conſeſt. 


Ah! not the nymph ſo blooming and fo gay, 
That led the dance beneath the ſeſtive ſhade ! 

But ſhe that, in the morning of her day, 
Intomb'd beneath the grafs-green ſod was laid. 


# Alludes to a tax upon luxury, then in debate, 
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4 No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt ; 
No more her breaſt inſpir'd the lover's flame, 
No more her cheek the Pacſtan-rofe ſui paſt; 
Yet ſeem'd her lip's cthereal ſmile the ſame, 


Nor ſuch her hair as deck'd her living face; 

Nor ſuch her voice as charm'd the liſt' ning croud 
Nor ſuch her dreſs as heighten'd ev'ry grace; 

Alas! all vaniſh'd for the mournful ſhroud ; 


Yet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal charm the ſame; 
That dear diſtinction ev ry doubt remoy'd ; 
Periſh the lover, whoſe imperſect flame 
Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov'd. 


Damon,“ ſhe faid, © mine hour allotted flies; 
: Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear! 
Tho' griev'd to fee thy Sylvia's pale diſguiſe, ; 
Suſpend thy ſorrow, and attentive hear. \ 


39 may thy muſe with virtuous fame be bleſt? 
So be thy love with mutual love repaid! 
So may thy bones in ſecret ſilence reſt, 
Faſt by the relics of ſome happier maid! 1 


5 Thou know'ſt how ling'ring on a diſtant ſhore 
Diſcaſe invidious nipt my flow'ry prime; 
| And oh! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 


To think I ne'er mult, view my native climel 
Vor. I. G 
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No friend was near to raiſe my drooping head ; 
No dear companion wept to ſre me die; 
Lodge me within my native ſoil, I ſaid; 
Where my fond patents honour'd relics lie. 


Tho' now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear; 
Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow; 

There many a friend ſhall grace my woful bier, 
And many a ſigh ſhall riſe, and tear ſhall flow, 


"I ſpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling ſpoil ; 
Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid 
And toon they bore me to my native ſoil, 
Where my fond parents dear icmains were laid, 


"Twas then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, 
Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy Sylvia's bier; 

*T'was then the ny phs their votive garlands wove, 
And (trew'd the fragrance of the youthful year, 


But why alas! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 
Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 
Ah no! * F'was Damon fiſt attun'd his lay, 
And ture no tlunnet was ſo dear as thine, 


Thus was 1 boſom'd in the peaceful grave 

My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom; 
When tevage robbers every ſanction brave, 

And with outrageous guilt dciiaud the tomb? 
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ghall my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey'd, 
” Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands: 
Or, in my kindred s dear embraces laid, 
Moutn the vile ravage of barbarian hands? 


Say, would thy breaſt no death like torture feel, 
To fee my limbs the fclon's gripe obey ? 
To ſce them gaſh'd bencath the daring ſteel ? 
To crouds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey? 


If Pacan's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 
If health's fair ſcience be by theſe retin'd, 
Let guilty convicts for their uſe expire, 
Aud let their breathleſs corſe avail mankind. 


Let hard it ſeems, when guilt's laſt fine is paid, 


a E To ſee the victim's corſe deny'd repoſc! F 
Nou: more ſevere ! the poor offencclets maid 4 
Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman focs, of 
0 

Where is the faith of ancicnt Pagans fed? 8 


Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim ?! 
Nature inſtinctive. crics, protect the dead, 
And facred be their aſhes, and their fame. 


| Ariſe dear youth! ev'n now the danger calls; 
Ev'n now the villain ſnuffs his wonted prey; 
See! ſee! I lead thee to von' ſacred walls ------ 
Oh! fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away.“ 
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EE 0 TIA: 
Rrrircrios ſuggeſted by his STATION. 


ORN near the ſcene for * Kenelm's fate renown'd, 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 
And raiſe my lay, and bid the rocks reſound 
'The ſavage force of empire, and of love. 


Faſt by the centre of yon' various wild, 
Where ſpreading oaks embow'r a Gothic fane; 
RKcadtida's arts a brother's youth beguil'd ; 
Tliere nature uig'd Ler tend'reſt pleas in vain. 


Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant hours, 
Lb ambitions maid could ev'ry care employ ; 

Then with aſſiguous fondneſs cropt the flow'rs, 
To deck the cradle ol the princely boy. 


— —— — ʒ — —ä——j— — H —— — — — 


* Kenelm in the Saxon heptarchy was heir to the 
kindom of Mercia; but bcing very young at his father, 
death, was, by the artifices of his ſiſter and her lover, 
deprived of his crown and life together, "The body 
was found in a peace of ground near the top of Clert 
hill. exactly facing Mr Shenſtone's houte : near uhich 
place a church was afterwards erected to his memory, 
Nill uſed for divine worſhip, and called St Ecuclms 
Sce Plot's Hiſtory of Staflordſhire. 
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But ſoon the boſom's pleaſing calm is flown ; 
Love fires her breaſt ; the ſultry paſſions riſe ; 

A favour'd lover ſeeks the Mercian throne, 
And vicws het Kenelm with a rival's eyes. 


How kind were fortune and how juſt were fate, 
Would fate or fortune Mercia's heir remove ! 
How ſweet to revel on the couch of ſtate ! 


To crown at once her lover, aud her love! 


See, garniſh'd for the chace. the fraudful maid ; 
To theſe lone hills direct his devious way ; 

The youth all prone, the fitter guide obey'd, 
Ill fated youth! himſelf the deſtin'd prey, 


But now, nor ſhaggy hill, nor pathleſs plain, 
Forms the lone refuge of the ſylvan game; 

Since Lyttleton has crown'd the ſweet domain 
With ſolter pleaſure, and with fairer fame. 


Where the rough bowman urg'd his headlong ſteed, 
Immortal bards, a polith'd race. retire; 

And where hoarſe fcream'd the itrepent horn, ſacceed 
The melting graces of no vulyar lyre. 


See Thomſon, loit'1ting. near ſome limpid well, 


For Britain's fri-nd the verdant wreath prepare! 


Or ſtudious of revolving ſcaſons, tell 
How peerleſs Lucia made all ſcaſons fair! 
82 
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See from civic garlands fly, 
And in theſe groves indulge his tuneful vein ? 
Or from yon ſummit, with a guardian's eye, 
Obſerve how freedom's hand attires the plain! 


Here Pope — ah never muſt that tow'ring mind 
To his lov'd haunts. or dearer fiicnd. return ! 
What art! what friendſhips ! oh! what fame reſign'd! 
— In yonder glade | trace his moutnful urn. 


Where is the breaſt can rage or hate retain 
And theſe glad ftreams and ſmiling lawns bcto'd? 
Where is the breaſt can hear the woodland rain, 
And think fair freedom well exchang'd for geld! 


Through theſe ſoft ſhades delighted let me ſtray, 
While o'er my head forgotten ſuns deſcend ! 
Through theſe dear valleys, bend my cauſual way, 

Till ſetting liſe a total ſhade extend! 


Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares, 
I'l muſe how much I owe mine huwbler fate; 
Or ſhrink to find how much ambition dares, 
To ſhine in anguiſh, and to grieve in ſtate! 


Canſt thou O ſun ! that ſpotleſs throne diſcloſe, 
Where her bold arm has left no ſanguine Nain ? 

Where. ſhew me where, the lineal ſceptre glows, 
Pure, as the ſimple crook that rules the plain ? 


Th 
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Tremendous pomp! where hate, diſtruſt and fear, 
In kindred boſoms ſolve the ſocial tie; 

There not the parents ſmile is half ſincere, 
Nor void of art the contort's melting eye. 


There with the friendly wiſh, the kindly flame, 
No face is brighten'd and no boſoms beat; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one ſordid aim, 
And ev'n the beardleſs lip clays deceit. 


There coward rumours walk their murd'rous round ; 
The glance that more than rural blame inttills; 
Whiſpers, that ting'd with friendſhip doubly wound, 


Pity that injures, and concern that kills, 


There anger whets, but love can nc'er engage; 
Careſſing brothers part but to revile; 

There all men ſmile, and prudence warns the wiſe, 
To dread the fatal ſtioke of all that ſmile, 


There all are rivals! ſitter, ſon, and fire, 
With horrid purpote hug deſtructive arms; 
There ſoft ey'd maids in murd*rou+ plots confpire, 
And ſcorn the gentler miſchief of their charms, 


Let ſervile minds one endleſs watch endure; 

Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard reſign; 
But lay me, fate ! on flow'ry bank, ſecure, 

Tho' my whole ſoul be, like my limbs, ſupine, 
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Yet, may my tongue diſdain a vaſſal's care; 
My lyre reſound no proſtituted lays ; 

More warm to merit, more clate to wear 
'The cap of freedom, than the crown of bays, 


Sooth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, 
] wiſh it not o'er golden ſands to flow; 
Cheer'd by the verdure of my ſpiral wood, 
I ſcorn the quarty where no ſhrub can grow. 


No midnight-pangs the ſhepherd's peace purſue ; 
His tongue, his hand attempts no fecret wound ; 
He ſings his De.ia. and if ſhe be true, 
His love at once, and his ambition's crown'd, 


LO. 


He takes occaſion from the Fare of Erraxor of 
BrETAGNE *, to ſuggeſt the imperfect Plcaſures of 
a ſolitary Lire. 


WW HEN beauty mourns by fates, injurious doom, 
Hid from the cheerful glance of human eye; 

When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 
Hard is that heart which checks the riſing ſigh, 


— 
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* Eleanor of Bretagne the lawſul heireſs of tle 
Engliſh crown upon the death of Arthur, in the reign 
of King John. She was eſteemed the beauty of her 


time; was impriſon'd forty years (till the time of het 
death) in Briſtol caſtle, 
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Fair Eleanora ! would no gallant mind 
The cauſe of love, the cauic of juſtice own! 
Matchleſs thy charms, and was no lite reſign'd 
To ſce them ſparkle from their native throne! 


Or had fair frecdom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 
Well might inch brows the regal gem reſign ; 
Thy radiant mein might fcorn the guiit of arms, 

Yet Albion's au ul empire yicld to thine, 


O ſhame of Britons ! in one ſullen tow'r 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell; 
She found keen anguiſh cv'ry roſe devour 


They tprung, they ſhone, they faded, and they fell, 


Thro' one dim lattice fring'd with ivy round, 
Succeſſive ſurs a anguid radiance threw z 

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd, | 
10 mark how faſt her waning beauty flew, 


This age might bear; then ſited fancy palls, 
Nor waimly hopes what ſplendour can ſupply ; 
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Fond youth inceſſant mourns. if rigid walls 
Reſtrain its liſt'ning ear, its curious cyc. 4 
- 4 0 


Believe me * the pretence is vain! 
This boaſted calm that ſmooths our early days, 1 
For never yet could youthful mind reſtrain * 
Th' alternate pant for plcature and for praiſe; 
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Ev'n me, by ſhady oak, or limped ſpring, 1 
Kie'n me. the ſcencs of polich'd life allure; 
Some genius whiſpers, ** Life is on the ui g, . 


And hard his lot that languiſhes obſcure. 


What tho' thy riper mind admire no more =" 
The ſhining cincture, and the broider'd fold 

Can picrce like light'ning thro' the ſigur'd ore, LB 
Aud mclt to drofs the radiant forms of gold, 


Furs, er mines, rods may well attract thy ſcorn ; H. 
The futite prefents of capricious pow'r! 

But wit, but worth, the public ſphere adorn, U. 
And who but envies then the ſocial hour ? 


Can virtue, careicſs of her pupil's meed, FW 
Forget how * * * ſuſtains the ſhepherd's cauſe ! 

Content in thades to tune a lonely reed, Fr 
Nor join the ſoundirg pacan of applauſe ? 


For public haunts impell'd by Britain's weal, Ge 
See Grenville quit the muſc's fav'rite eaſe; 
And ſhall not ſwains admire his noble zeal ? G, 


Admiring praiſe, admiring ſtrive to pleaſe ? 


Life, ſays the ſage, affords no bliſs ſincere; IS; 
And courts, and cells in vain our hopes renew: IF 
But ah! where Grenville charms the liſt'ning ear, . 


*Tis hard to think the cheerleſs maxim true. 
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The groves may ſmile; the rivers gently glide; 
Soft thro' the vale reſound tl.e loneſome lay; 
Even thickets yield delight, if taſte preſide, 
But can they pleaſe, when Lyttleton's away? 


Pure as the ſwain's the breaſt of * * * glows, 

Ah ! were the ſhepherd's phraſc, like his, refin'd; 
But how improv'd the gen'rous dictate flows 

Thro' the clear medium of a polith'd mind! 


Happy the youths who warm with Britain's love, 
Her inmolt with in * * * periods hear! 

Happy that in the radiant ciicle move, 
Attendant orbs, where Lonſdale gilds the ſphere! 


While raral faith, and ev'ry poliſh'd art, 
Each friendly charm in * * * conſpire, 
From public ſcenes all perfive muſt you part; 
All joylcſs to the greencll fields retiie! 


Go, plaintive youth no more by fount or ſtream 
Like ſome lone halcyon, tocial pleaſure ſhun ; 
Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam, 
And hail the briglit proceſſion of the ſun, 


Then cover'd by the ripen'd ſhades, reſume 
The ſilent walk; no more by paſſion tolt : 
Then ſeek thy ruſtic haunts; the dreary gloom, 
Where ev'ry art that cevcis life is loſt - 
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In vain ! the liſt'ning muſe attends in vain ! 
Reſtraints in hoſtile bar ds her motions wait 

Met will | grieve and fadden all my ſtrain, 
When injur'd beauty mourns the muſe's tate. 


E LI. GNM XXV. 


To Drria, with ſome Flowers; Complaining how 
much his BENEVYOLENCE uficrs on account of his 
HumBLE Forex. 


WH X EER could ſculpture's curious art employ, 

Whatc'er the laviſh hand of wealth can ſhow'r, 
Theſe would 1 give—and ev'ry gift enjoy, | 

That pleas'd my fair—but fate denics the pow'r, 


Eleſs'd were my lot, to feed the ſocial fires ! 
To learn the latent wiſhes of a ffiend! 

To give the boon his native taſte admiics, 
And, for my tranſport, on his ſmile depend! 


Bleſs'd too is he, whoſe ev'ning ramble ftrays 
Where droop the ſons of indigence and care! 
His little gifts their garland eyes amaze, 
And win, at all expence, their fondeſt pray'r ! 


And oh the joy ! to ſhun the conſcious light, 
To ſpare the modeſt bluſh; to give unſeen ! 

Like ſhow'rs that fall behind the veil of night, 
Yet deeply tinge the ſmiling vales with green 
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Zut happieſt they, who drooping realms relieve ! 
Whoſe virtues in our cultur'd vales appear! 

© For whoſe ſad fate a thouſand ſhepherds grieve, 

And fading fields allow the grief ſincere, 


To call loſt worth from its oppreſſive ſhade ; 
To fix its equal ſphere, and ſce it thine ; 
To hear it grateful own the gen'rous aid; 
This, this is tranſport but mult nc'er be mine, 


„ Faint is my bounded bliſs; nor I refuſe 

E To range where daiſics open, rivers roll; 
While proſe or ſong the languid hours amuſe, 
And ſoothe the fond impatience of my ſoul, 


A while I'll weave the roofs of jaſmine bow'rs, 
And urge with trivial cares the loit'ring year; 
4 while I'll prune my grove, protect my flow'rs, 
Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier! 


Of thoſe lov'd flow'rs the lifeleſs corſe may ſhare g 
Some hiceling hand a fading wreath beſtow ; 

The reſt will breathe as ſweet, will grow as fair, 
As when their maſter ſmil'd to. ſee them glow, 


The ſequent morn ſhall wake the ſilvan quire; 
The kid again ſha l wanton ere its noon; 
Nature will (mile, will wear her beſt attire; 
O! let not gentle Delia ſmile ſo ſoon! 
Vol. I. H 
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While the rude hearſe conveys me ſlow away, 
And carelcſs eyes my vulgat fate proclaim, 

Let thy kind tear my utmoſt worth o'erpay ; 
And loftly ſighing, vindicate my fam. 


O Delia! cheer'd by thy ſuperior praiſe, 
I bleſs the filent path the fates decree : 
Plcas'd from the liſt of my inglorious days, 
To raze the moments crown'd with bliſs and thee, 


E L E GIT XXVI. 


Deſcribing the Sorrow of an ingenuous Mixp, on the 
mclancholy EVENT of a licentiovs Amous. 


HY mourns my friend'why weeps his downcaſt cyec! 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine? 
Thy chearful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh ; 
Spiing ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine, 


Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace? 
Wert thou not ſorm'd by nature's partial care? 

Bleſs'd in thy ſons, and blei>'d in ev'ry grace, 
That wins the friend, or that cnchants the fair ? 


Damon, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain ; 

Nor Damon's fricrdihip can my peace reſtore ; 
Alas! bis very praiſe awakes my pain, 
And my pour wounded boſom bleeds the more. 
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For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown'd ! 
Or fortune fix'd me to ſome lowly cell! 

Then had my boſom ſcap'd this fatal wound, 
Nor had | bid theſe vernal tweets, farcwcll. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious blifs admir'd ; 

In fortune's train the ſyten Hatt'ry tmil'd, 
And ralhly hallow'd, all her queen infpir'd, 


Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah vices! gilded by the rich and gay! 
chas'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropt the chace till Jclly was my prey, 


Poor artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil united (trove ; 

To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, 
Suitain'd by virtue, but bettay'd by lure, 


School'd in the ſcience of love's mazy wiles, 
[ cloth'd each feature with affected ſcorn; 
I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 


And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 


Then, while the fancied rage alarm'd her care, 
Warm to deny, and zcalous to diſprove; 

bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſciz'd the minute of returning love, 
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To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the reſt ? 
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline & 

Aſſur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame; 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 

When ſcorn'd of virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by fame, 
Low at my (ect deſponding Jeſſy lay. 


& Henry“ ſhe ſaid, “ by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 
See the ſad relics of a nymph undone ! 

I find, I find this rifing fob renew'd : 
I ſigh in ſhades, and licken at the ſun, 


Amid the dreary gloom of night, 1 cry, 

When will the morn's once plealing ſcenes return! 
Yet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, 

But tvcs wat triumph, or but friends that mourn? 


Alas! no more that joyons morn appears 

That led the tra quil hours of ſpotleſs fame, 
For I have ſtecp'd a father's couch in tears, 

And ting'd a mother's glowing check with ſhame, 


The vocal birds that raiſe their matin ſtrain, 
The ſportive lambs increaſe my penſive moan 

All ſeem to chace me from the cheerful plain, 
And talk of truth and innoccuce alone, 
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it through the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 
Where bloom the jaſmines that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 
For we are ſpotleſs, Jelly ; we are pure. 


Ye flow'rs! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, 
Say, couid ye with my virgin tame compare ? 

The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale, 
Was not ſo fragiant, and was not ſo tair, 


Now the grave old alirm the gentler young; 
And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flees 

Trembles each lip and faulters ev'ry tongue, 
That bids the morn p:opitious tmile on me. 


Thus for your ſake I hun each human eye; | 
| bid the tweets of blooming youth adieu; . 
To die | languith but I dread to die, 
Leit my fad fate ihould nourith pangs for you. 


Raife me from earth - the pangs of want remove, 
And let me ſilent ſcek ſome friendly thore; 

There only, banich'd from the form 1 love, 

My weeping virtue thall rclaple no more, 90 


Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 


Be ſuch the meed of tome more aitiul fair; ; 
Nor could it heal my peace. or chace my thame, 1 
That pity gave, what love rclus'd to hate. | | 
H 3 | ＋ 


80 EL 61 


Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread; O 
Nor hurl thy Jeſſy to the vulgar crew; 

Not ſuch the parents board at which 1 fed! 
Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew! 


Haply, when age has filver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil; 
Envy may light a face no longer fair; 
And pity, welcome, to my native foil,” 


$he Spoke—nor was I born of ſavage race; 

Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aſlign ; 
\ Grateful ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 
And vow d to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


I ſaw her foot the lofty bark aſcend ; 
I faw her breaſt with ev'ry paſſion heave ; 
J left her—torn from ev'ry earthly friend; 
Oh! my hard boſom, which could bear to leave ! 


Brief let me be; the fatal florm aroſe ; 


The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain And 
O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe ; 

My jeliy— floats upon the wat'ry plain! 8 
And —ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; F 


Seek not to ſtop reflection's bitter tear 


— 


Eut warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From Jelly floating on her wat'ry bier! E 
- ö And 
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RURAL ELEGANCE. 


An Ops to the late Ducuess of SomtrstT, 


Written in 1750, 


WHILE orient {kies reſtore the day, | 

And dew-drops catch the lucid ray; 15 

Amid the ſprightly ſcenes of morn, 
Will avglit the muſe infpire ? 

Ch ! peace to yonder clam'rous horn 
That drowns the ſacred lyre ! 


Ye rural thanes that o'er the moſſy down 
Some panting, tim'rous hare purſue ; 
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 
Say, does the ſmoothe her lawns for you ? 
For you does echo bid the rocks ieply 
And, urg'd by rude conſtraint, reſound the jovial cry? 


See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
The wretched ſwain your ſport ſurvey ; 
He finds his faithful fences torn, 
He finds his labour'd crops a prey : 
He ſeeks his flock —no more in circles feed 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
And with no random curſes load the deed. 
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Nor yet, ye ſwains, conclude 
That nature ſmiles for you alone; 
Your bounded fouls, and your conceptions crude, 
The proud, the ſelfiſh boaſt diſoun: 
Yours be the produce of the ſoil 
O may it (till reward your toll ! 
Nor ever the deſenceleſs train 
Of clinging infants, alk ſupport in vain! 


Wh 
But tho' the various harveſt gild your plains, 
Does the mere landſcape fcaſt your cye ? 
Or the warm hope of diſtant gains 
Far other cauſe of glce ſupply ? 
Is not the red ſtreak's future juice 
The ſource of your dclight profound, 
Where Ariconium pours her gems proſuſe, 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? EY 
A thirſt ye praiſe the limpid ſtream, 'tis true: T 
But tho', the pebbled ſhores among, Een 
It mimic no unplealing ſong, Elland 
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you, | 
Unpleas'd ye ſee the thickets bloom, V 
Unpleas'd the ſpring her flowery robe reſume z 
Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile, 1 


The dappled mead without a ſmile, 
O let a rural conſcious mute, 
For well ſhe knows, your froward ſenſe accuſe: 
Forth to the ſolemn oak you bring the ſquare, Bond 
And ſpan the maſſy trunk, before you cry, tis fair. The t 


o D E Ss, SONG 5s, &e. 33 


Nor yet ye learn'd, nor yet ye courtly train, 
If haply from your haunts ye ſtray 
To waſte with us a ſummer's day, 
Exclude the taſte of ev'ry ſwain, 
Nor our untutor'd ſenſe diſdain: 

'Tis nature only gives excluſive right 
To reliſh her ſupreme delight ; 
She, whete the pleaſes kind or coy, 

Who furniſhes the ſcene, and ſorms us to enjoy. 


Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 
By her auſpicious aid refin'd ; 
Lo! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows, 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain, 
Or valley-winds, or ſcuntain flows, 
Or purple heath is ting'd in vain: 
For ſuch the rivers daſh the foaming tides, 
The mountain ſwells, the dale ſublides ; 
Ev'n thriftleſs furze detains their wand'ring fight, 
Aud the rough barrcn rock gos pregnant with de- 
light, 


With what ſuſpicious fearful care 
The fordid wretch ſecures his claim, 
If haply ſome luxurious heir 
Should alicnate the fields that wear his name? 
What ſcruples leſt ſome future birth 
Should litigate a ſpan of earth ! 
Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for proſe, 
Ihc tow'ring muſe endures not to diſcloſe ; 
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Alas! her unrevers'd decree, 0 

More comprehentive and more free, 
Her laviſh charter, taite, appiopriates all we ſee, AY. 
| Loſt 


Let gondolas their painted flags unfold, 
And be the ſolemn dav enrol! d, 
When, to confirm his lofty plea, 1 
In nuptial fort, with bridal gold, | 
The grave Venetian weds the ca: g...-T 
Each lauzhing muſe derides the vow: | 
Een Adria fcorns the mock embrace, 
To ſome lone hermit on the mountain's brow, 
Alloited, from his natal hour, 
With all her wyrtle ſhores in dow'r, 
His breaſt to admiration prone, 
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4 Enjoys the ſmile upon her face, 

* Enjoys triumphant ev'ry grace, | Pl. 
i 5 7 | II 

. And finds her more his own, Howe 


Fatigu'd with form's oppreſſive laws, 
When Somerſet avoids. the great; 
When cloy'd with merited applauſe, 
She ſeeks the rural calm retreat; 
Does ſhe not praiſe each molly cell, 
And feel the trath my numbers tell ? 


8 —— 


When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, ö 
Which genius grac'd with rank obtains, N 
Could ſhe not more delighted hear | Th 


You throſtle chant the tiſing year? 
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Could ſhe not ſpurn the wreaths of fame, 
To crop the primroſe of the plains ? 
Does ſhe not ſweets in each fair valley find, 
' Loſt to the ſons of power, unknown to half mankind? 


Ah can ſhe covet there to ſee 
The ſplendid fiaves, the reptile race, 
T hat oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 
That ſlight her merit, but adore her place? 
Far happier, it aright 1 deem, 
When from gay throngs. and gilded ſpires, 


* 

To where the lonely halcyons play, 
Her philoſophic ſtep retires: 
While, ſtudious of the moral theme, 4 


She to ſome ſmooth ſcequeſter'd ſtream 
Likens the ſwain's inglorious day; 
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Pleas'd from the flow'ry margin to ſurvey, 
| How cool, ſerene, and clear the current glides away. | 1 


— — 


O blind to truth, to vir've blind, 
Who flight the ſwcetly-penftive mind! 4 
On whole fair birth the graces mild, | \ 1 
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And ev'ry mute prophetic ſmil'd. 
Not that the poet's boaſted fire 
Should fame's wide echoing trumpet ſwell; 
Or on the mulic of his lyre 
Each future age with rapture dwell ; 
The vaunted ſweets of praiſe remove, 
Yet ſhall ſuch boſoms claim a part 
In ail that glads the human heart; 
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Yet theſe the ſpirits, form'd to judge and prove 
All nature's charms immenſe, and beav n's unbound- 
ed love. 


And oh! the tranſport, moſt ally'd to ſong, 

In ſome fair villa's peacetul bound, 

To catch ſome hints from nature's tongue, 
And bid Arcadia bloom around : 

Whether we fringe the ſloping hill, 
Or ſmoothe below the verdant mead ; 

Whether we break the falling rill, 
Or through meand'ring mazes lead ; 

Or in the horrid bramble's room 

Bid careleſs groups of roſes bloom; 

Or let ſome ſhelter'd lake ſerene 

Reflect flow'rs, woods, and ſpircs, and brighten all the 
ſccne. 


O ſweet diſpoſal of the rural hour; 
O beauties never known to cloy! 
While worth and genius haunt the favour'd bow'r, 
And ev'ry gentle breaſt partakes the joy ! 
While cherity at eve ſurveys the ſwain, 
Enablcd by theſe toils to cheer 
A train of helpleſs infants dear, 
Specd whiſtling home acroſs the plain; 
Sce vagrant luxury, her handmaid grown, 
For half her graceleſs deeds atone, 
And hails the bounteous work, and rauks it with her own. 
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Why brand theſe pleaſures with the name 
Of ſoft unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame ? 
Search but the garden, or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own, 
Not all was meant for raiment or for food, 
Not all for needful uſe alone; 
There while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 
'Tis colour'd for the ſight, perfum'd to pleaſe the ſmell, 


Why knows the nightingale to ſing ? 
Why flows the pine's nectarcous juice? 
Why ſhines with paint the linnet's wing 
For ſuſtenance alone ? for uſe ? 
For preſervation ? Every ſphere 
Shall bid fait pleaſure's rightful claim appear. 
And ſure there ſeem, of human kind, 
Some born to ſhun the folemn ſtrife; 
Some for amuſive taſks deſign'd, 
To ſouthe the certain ills of life; 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding roſe, 
New founts of bliſs diſcloſe, x | 
Call forth refreſhing ſhades, and decorate repoſe. 


From plains and woodlands; from the view 
Of rural nature's blooming face, 
Smit with the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the ſons of fancy flew; 
There long had art ordain'd a rival ſeat ; 
There had ſhe laviſh'd all her care 
To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 
And call'd them from their green retreat 
Vol. I. 1 
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To ſhare her prond coutroul; 

Had given the robe with grace to flow, 

Had taught exotic gems to glow; ' I 
And, emulous of nature's pow'r, Whi 
Mimick'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r; 

'Chang'd the complexion's native hue, 

Moulded each ruſtic limb anew, 3 4 
And wrap'd the very ſoul! 


A while her magic ſtrikes the novel eye; 
A while the fairy forms delight; 9h. 
And now aloof we ſeem to fly | 
On purple pinions thro' a purer ſky, 
Where all is wondrous, all is bright: 
Now landed on ſome ſpangled ſhore, 
A while each dazzled maniac roves | With 
By ſapphire lakes, thro' em'rald groves 3 


Paternal acres pleaſe no more; 
Adicu the ſimple the ſincere delight — 6-7 
Th' habitual fcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the vernal gale, 
Ihe tangled vetches purple bloom, 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume, 
Be their s alone who cultivate the ſoil, 
And &riizk the cup of thirſt, and cat the bread of toil, BR IIC 
Or 


But ſoon the pageant fades away! 
FTis netvre only bears perpetual ſway. To 

Ve pierce the counterteit delight, 

Futiga'd with iplewdor's ukſome beams 1 
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Fancy again demands the ſight 
Of native groves and wonted ſtreams, 
Pants for the ſcenes that charm'd her youthful eyes, 
Where [ruth maintains her court, and banithes. dits 
guiſe. 


Then hither oft ye {cnators retire, | 
With nature here high converſe hold ; 1 


For who like Stam oed her delights admire, 
Like Stamford thall with ſcorn bebold j 
The unequal bribes of pageantry and gold ? ＋ 
keneath the Britiſh oak's. majeſtic hade, | 

Shall tce fair truth, immortal maid, | 
Fricndihip in artleſs guiſe array d, ' 
Honour, and Moral Bcauty ſhine | | 

With more attractive charms, with radiance more di- þ 
vine | 


Yes here alone did higheſt Heav'n ordain 
The laſting magazine of charms, 
Whatever fancy ſccks to hare, 

The great, the various, ard the fair, 
For ever ſhould remain? 


WF Her impulſe nothing may reſtrain— 
Or whence the joy *mid columns, tow'rs, 
Midſt all the city's artful trim, 
To rear ſome breathleſs vapid flow'rs, 
Or (ſhrubs fuliginoully grim ; 
From rooms of ſilken foliage vain, 
12 


—— 
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To trace the dun ſar diſtant grove, 

Where ſmit with undiſſembled pain, 

The wood-lark mourns her abſent love, 5 

Borne to the duſty town from native air, * 8h 
To mi:c rural life, and ſoothe ſome vapour'd fair, 


But how muſt faithleſs art prevail, 
Should all who taſte our joy ſincere, Ar 
To virtue, truth, or ſcience dear, 


Forego a court's alluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 
For that rich luxury of thought, they love! 
Ah no, from theſe the public ſphere requires 
Example for its giddy bands ; 
From theſe impartial beav'n demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf inſpires; 
To ſift opinion's mingled maſs, ; 
Impreſs a nation's taſte, and bid the ſterling paſs, Þ 1 
| Art 
Happy, thrice happy they, 
Whoſe graceful deeds have exemplary ſhone 
Round the gay precincts of a throne, 
With mild effective beams? 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 
By ſolemn grott, or ſhady ſpring, 
To join their pleaſing dreams! . IL 
Theirs is the rural bliſs without alloy, 
They only that deſerve enjoy. 
What tho' not fabled dryad haunt their grove, 
Nor naiad near their fountains rove, | The 
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Yet all embody'd to the mental ſight, 
A train of ſmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wiſe retreat allow, 
shall twine triumphant palms to deck the wanderer's 
brow, 


And tho' by faithleſs friends alarm'd, 
Art have with nature urg'd preſumptuous war; 
By Seymour's wianing influence charm'd, 
In whom their gifts united thine, 
No longer ſhall their counſels jar. 
* Fis hers to mediate the peace: 
Near Percy-lodge, with awe ſtruck mein, 
The rebel ſecks her lawful queen, 
And havock and contention ceaſe, 
I ſee the rival pow'rs combine, 


And aid each other's fair deſign: | 
Nature exalt the mound where art ſhall build; | | 
Art ſhape the gay alcove, while nature paints the field. | 


Begin, ye ſongſters of the grove ! 

O warble forth your nobleſt lay ; 

Where Somerſet vouchſafes to rove, 

Ye leverets freely ſport and play. 
Peace to the ſtrepent horn! 

Let no harſh diſſonance diſturb the morn, 

No ſounds inelegant and rude 

Her ſacred ſolitudes profane! 

Unleſs her candour not exclude 


The lowly ſhepherd's votive ſtrain, 
13 
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Who tunes his reed amidſt his rural cheer, 
Fearful, yet not averſe; that Somerſet ſhould hear, 


ODE To MEMORY, 1748. 


Memory ! celeſtial maid! 
Who glean'ſt the flow'rets cropt by time; 
And ſuffering not a leaf to fade, 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime; 
Bring, bring thoſe moments to my mind 
When life was new and Leſbia kind. 


And bring that garland to my ſight, 
With which my favour'd crook ſhe bound; 
And bring that wreath of roſes bright 
Which then my feſtive temples ceown'd. 
And to my raptur'd ear convey 
The gentle things ſhe deign'd to ſay, 


And ſketch with care the muſe's bow'r, 
Where Iſis rolls her ſilver tide; 
Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r 
That ſhines on Cherwell's verdant fide ; 
If ſo thou may'ft thoſe hours prolong, 
When poliſh'd Lycon join'd my ſong, 


The ſong it *vails not to recite 
But ſure, to ſoothe our youthful dreams, 
Thoſe banks and ſtreams appear'd more bright 
Than other banks, than other ſtreams; 
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Or by thy ſoft'ning pencil ſhown 
Aſſume thy beautics not their own ? 


And paint that ſweetly vacant ſcene, 
When all beneath the poplar bough, 
My ſpirits light, my ſoul ſerene, 
I breath''d in verſe one cordial vow 
That nothing ſhould my foul inſpire, 
But friendihip warm, and love entire. 


Dull to the ſenſe of new delight, 
On thee the drooping mule attends ; 
As ſome fond lover. robb'd of fight, 
On thy expreſſive pow'r depends ; 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines, 
To live the lord of all that ſhines. 


But let me chace thoſe vows away 
Which at ambition's ſhrine l made; 
Nor ever let thy {kill diſplay 
Thoſe anxious moments, ill repaid : 
Oh! from my breaſt that ſcaſon raſe, 
And bring my childhood in its place, 


Bring me the bells, the rattle bring, 
And bring the hobby 1 beſtrode ; 
When pleas'd, in many a ſportive ring, 

Around the room I jovial rode: 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, 
And bring the whiſtle that I blew, 
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Then will I muſe, and penſive fay, 
Why did not theſe enjoyments laſt? 
How ſweetly waſted I the day, 
While innocence allow'd to waſte ? 
Ambition's toils alike are vain, 
But ah! for pleaſure yield us pain. 


The Princeſs ELISABETH, 


A Ballad. alluding to a Story recorded of her, when 
ſhe was Priſoner at WoopsTock, 1554 


* ILL you hear how once repining 
Great Eliza captive lay ; 
Each ambitious thought reſig ning, 
Foe to riches, pomp, and way? 


While the nymphs and ſwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride; 
Envying joys by others flighted, 
1 kus the royal maiden cry'd, 


& Bred on plains, or born in valleys, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adicu? 
Stranger to her arts of malice, 
Who would ever courts purſue ? 


Malice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never taught to bear? 
Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure ; 
Love is all the damſcl's care. 


Ho 


Ha 
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How can they of humble ſtation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above ! 
Or accuſe the diſpenſation 
Which allows them all to love ? 


Love like air is widely given ; 

Yow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain; 
Trucſt, nobleſt gifts of heaven! 

Only pureſt on the plain! 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 
All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 

As on Sunday's does the lover 
With his noſegay on his breaſt. 


Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 
Said to fade when Chloe's near; 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion ; 
But the ſhepherd is ſincere. 


Hark to yonder milk-maid ſinging 

Cheerly o'er the brimming pail 
Cowſlips all around her ſpringing 
. Sweetly paint the golden vale, 


Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 

Never breaſt with jewels laden 
Pour a ſong ſo void of care. 
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Would indulgent Heav'n had granted 
Me ſome rural damſcl's part! 

All the empire I had wanted 
Then had becn my ſhepherd's heart. 


Then with him, o'er hills and mountains 
Free from fetters, might I rove ; 

Fearlcis taite the cryſtal fountains ; 
Peacetul lep beneath the grove, 


Ruſtics had been more forgiving; 
Partial to my virgin bloom; 

None had envy'd me when living 
None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.“ 


— 


ODE to a Young LApv, 


Somewhat too ſolicitous about her Manner oz 
EXPRESSION, 


QURVEY my fair! that lucid ſtream 
A down the ſmiling valley ſtray; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding way ? 


So pleas'd 1 view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevel'd ringlets flow: 
Not all thy art, not all thy care 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow, 


$urve 
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Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er ; 
Say, can the paintcr's utmoſt (kill 
Inſtruct one flow'r to pleaſe us more? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe ; 
| And oh may Laura ere ſhe try, 
With freſh vermilion paint the roſe. 


Hark how the wook-lark's tune ful throat 
Can ev'ry ſtudy' d grace excel; 

Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, Laura, plcaſe fo well ? 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 

By no pedantic law confin'd ! 
For Laura's voice is foim'd to pleaſe, 
So Laura's words be not unkind. 


NAN CI ofthe VALE. 


A BALLAD. 


Nerine Galatea ! thymo mihi dulcior Hyblae ! 
Candidior cygnis ! hedera formoſior alba! 


N THE weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing tray; 

And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry hcats of day: 
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When from an hazle's artleſs bow r Her 

Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; of 

He blcſs'd the ſcene, he bleſs'd the hour, Her « 

While Nancy's praiſe he tung. H 

Let fops with fickle falſchood range Far i 

The paths of wanton love, T 

While weeping maids lament their change, And 

And ladden ev'ry grove ; T 

But endleſs bleſſings crown the day That 

| ſaw fair Eſham' dale ! 85 

And ev'ry blefling find its way Or fe 

To Nancy of the vale, Cc 

"Twas from Avona's banks the maid Gay | 
Diffas'd her lovely beams ; Bu 

And ev'ry ſhining glance diſplay'd „ Pr. 

The naiad of the ſtreams. iy 
Soft as the wild duck's tender young, Tis 8 
That float on Avon's tide : Ha 

Bright as the water lily ſprung, To hi 

And glitt'riug near its fide. Wi 

; Freſh as the bord'ring flow'rs, her bloom ; Struck 
i Her eye all mild to view; I c 
, The little halcyon's azure plume To he 


if Was never half fo blue, | An 
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Her ſhape was like the reed fo leck, 
So taper, ſtraight and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſucet they were 


Far in the winding Vale retir'd, | 
This peerleſs bud I found; " 

And ſhadowing rocks, and woods conſpir'd | 
To fence her beauties round, 


That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet ! 

Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 


Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline : 

% Prove to your equals true,” ſhe cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine, 


'Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good-will ; 

To him 1 gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill.” 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 

To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow my future care, 


Vor. I, K 
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And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego ; 

The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow,” 


ODE to INDOLENCE, 1759. 


H ! why for ever on the wing 
Perſiſts my weary'd ſoul to roam? 
Why ever cheated, ſtrives to bring, 
Or pleaſure or contentment home! 


'Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 
From paradiſe's honour'd groves, 
Careleſs fatigues his little frame, 
Nor finds the reſting place he loves, 


Lo! on the rural moſly bed 

My limbs with careleſs caſe reclin'd ; 
Ah gentle Sloth ! indulgent ſpread 

The ſame ſoft bandage o'er my mind. 


For why ſhovld ling'ring thought invade, 
Yet ev ry wordly proſpect cloy ? 

Lend me, ſoft Sloth. thy friendly aid, 
And give me peace, debarr'd of joy. 


Lov'ſt thou yon calm and ſilent flood, 
That never ebbs, that never flows; 
Protected by the circling wood 


From each tempeſtuous wind that blows, 
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An altar on its banks ſhall riſe, 
Where oft thy vot'ry ſhall be found; 
What time pale autumn lulls the ſkles, 
And ſick'ning verdure fades around, 


Ye buſy race, ye ſactious train, 

That haunt ambition's guilty ſhrinez, 
No more perplex the world in vain, 

But ofice here your vows with mine. 


And thou, puiſſant queen! be kind: 
If e'er 1 thar'd thy balmy pow''r; 
If c'er | ſway'd my active mind, 
To weave for thee the rural bow'r 


Diſſolve in ſleep each anxious care; 
Each unavailing ſigh remove; 

And only let me wake to ſhare 
The ſweets of friendſhip and of love, 


ODE toOHEALTH, 1730, 


O Health, capricious maid ! 
Why doſt thou ſhun my peaceful bow'r, 
Where 1 had hope to ſhare thy pow'r, 

And bleſs thy laſting aid ? 


Since thou, alas! art flown 
It 'vails not whether muſe or grace, 
With tempting ſmile, frequent the place : 
I ligh for thee alone. 
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Age not forbids thy ſtay; 


Why ſpecd fo ſwift away? 


Thou ſcorn'ſt the city air; 


I breathe freſh gales o'er furrow'd ground, 


Yet haſt not thou my wiſhes crown'd, 
O falſe! O partial fair ! 


I plunge into the wave; 
And though with pureſt hands I raiſe 
A rural altar to thy praic, 

Thou wilt not dcign to ſave, 


Amid my well known grove, 
Where min'ral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boaſted name, and titles fair, 

Why ſcorns thy ſoot to rove ? 


Thou hear'ſt the ſportſman's claim; 
Enabling him, with idle noiſe, 
To drown the muſc's melting voice, 
And fright the tim'rous game. 


Is thought thy foe ? adieu 
Ye midnight lamps! ye curious tomes ! 


And deals no more with yon, 


| Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 
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Thou yet migh'ſt act the friendly part; 
Thou yet might ſt raiſe this languid heart ; 


Nor 
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Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yet, midſt his unremitting ſnows, 
The poor Laponian's boſom glows z 
And ſhares bright rays from thee, 


There was, there was a time, 
When though I ſcorn'd thy guardian cure, 
Nor made a vow. nor faid a pray'r, 

I did not rue the crime. 


Who then more bleſs'd than 1? 
When the glad ſchool boys talk was done, 
And forth, with jocund ſp'rit 1 run 

To freedom and to joy ? 


How jovial then the day ? 
What ſince have all my labours found, 
Thus climbing life to gaze around, 
That can thy loſs repay ? 


Wert thou alas! but kind, 
Methinks no frown that fortune wears, 
Nor leſſen d hopes, nor growing cares, 
Could fink my cheerful mind, 


Whate'er my ſtars include; 
What other breaſts convert to pain, 
My tow'ring mind ſhall ſoon diſdain, 

Should ſcorn—— lngratitude! 
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Repair this mould'ring cell, 
And bleſs' d with objects found at home, 
And envying none their fairer dome, 
How pleas'd my foul ſhould dwell ! 


Temp'rance ſhould guard the doors ; 
From room to room ſhould mem'ry ſtray, 
And ranging all in neat array, 

Enjoy her pleaſing ſtores 


There let them reſt unknown, 
The types of many a pleaſing ſcene ; 
But to preſerve them bright or clean, 

Is thine, fair queen ! alone. 


Toa LADYof QUALITY, 
Fitting up her LIBER Ax, 1733. 


AH what is ſcience, what is art, 

Or what the pleaſure theſe impart ? 
Ye trophies which the learn'd purſue 
Through endleſs fruitleſs toils, adicu ! 


What can the tedious tomes beſtow 

To ſoothe the miſeries they ſhow ? 
What, like the bliſs for him decreed, 
Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed! 
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day wretched fancy! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the ſimpleſt hind, 
How rare that object which ſupplies 
A charm for too decerning eyes ! 


The poliſh'd bard of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper ſenſe of pain; 

As each invading blaſt devours 

The richeſt fruits, the faireſt flow'rs. 


$12es, with irkſome waſte of time, 

The ſtcep aſcent of knowledge climb; 
Then, from the tow'ring heights they ſcale, 
Bchold contentment range—the vale! 


Yet why, Aſteria, tell us why 

We ſcorn the croud, when you are nigh : 
Why then does reafon ſeem fo fair, 
Why learning then deſcrve our care? 
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Who can unpleas'd your ſhelves behold, 
While you ſo fair a proof unfold, 

What force the brighteſt genius draws 
From poliſh'd wiſdom's written laws? 


* 
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Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 1 
What ſtrange perfection bids us own | 
That bleſs with toilſome ſcience dwells, 
And happicſt he, who moſt excells. 
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Upon a VISIT to the ſame in Winter, 174. 


N fair Aſteria's bliſsful plains, 

Where ever blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we paſs the winter's day, 
And charm the dull-ey'd ſpleca away! 


No linnet from the leaflets bough, 
Pours forth her note mclodious now; 
But all admire Aſteria's tongue, 

Nor with the linnet's vernal ſong. 


No flow'rs emit their tranſient rays : 
Yet ſure Aſteria's wit diſplays 

More various tints, more glowing lines, 
And with perennial beauty ſhines, 


Tho” rifled groves, and fetter'd ſtreams, 
But ill befriend a poct's dreams ; 
Aſteria's preſence wakes the lyre, 

And well ſupplies poctic fire, 


The fields have loſt their lovely dye; 
No cheerful azure decks the ſky ; 
Yet (till we bleſs the louring day; 
Aſteria ſmiles and all is gay, 


I 
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Hence let the muſe no more preſume 
To blame the winter's dreary gloom ; 
Accuſe his loit'ring hours no more; 

But ah ! their cuvious haſte deplore ! 


For ſoon, from wit and friendihip's reign, 
The ſocial hcarth, the ſprightly vcin, 

go to mect the coming year, 

On ſavage plains, and defarts drear ! 


I go—to feed on pleaſures flown, ; 
Nor find the ſpring my loſs attone ! | 
But *mid the flow'ry ſweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day. 


An Irregular O D E after Siexxrss, 1749. 


Melius, cum venerit ipſa, canemus. 


OO long a ſtranger to repoſe, 9 

At length from pain's abhorred couch I roſe, 

And wander'd forth alone; lp 
To court once more the balmy breeze, i 
And catch the verdure of the trees, : ' 

Ete yet their charms were flown, "78 


"Twas. from a bank with panſies gay | | 
1 hail'd once more the cheerful day, 
The ſun's forgotten beams: 
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O ſun ! how pleaſing were thy rays, 
Reflected from the polith'd face 
Of yon' refulgent ſtreams ! 


Rais'd by the ſcene, my fechle tongue 
Eſſay d again the ſweets of ſong : 
And thus, in feeble ſtrains and flow, 
The loit'ring numbers 'gin to flow. 

&© Come, gentle air! my languid limbs reſtore, 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian ſhore; 
For ſure I heard the tender ſighs, 

I feem'd to join the plaintive cries 

Of hapleſs youths, who thro' the myrtle-grove 
Bewail for ever their unfiniſh'd love: 
To that unjoyous clime, 
Torn from the ſight of theſe ethereal ſkies; 
Debarr'd the luſtre of their Delia's eyes; 
And baniſh'd in their prime, 


Come, gentle air ! and, while the thickets bloom, 
Convey the jaſmin's breath divine, 
Convey the woodbine's rich perfume, 
Nor ſpare the ſweet-leaft eglantine. 
And mayſt thou ſhun the rugged ſtorm 
Till health her wonted charms explain, 
With rural pleaſure in her train, 
To grect me in her faireſt form, 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The ſons of earth, the vulgar crew, 
Anxious for futile gains beneath me ſtray, 


And ſeek with erring ſtep contentment's obvious way. 


Ye 
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Come, gentle air ! and thou celeſtial muſe, 
Thy genial flame infuſe ; 
Enough to lend a penſive boſom aid, 
And gild retirement's gloomy ſhade ; 
Enough to rear ſuch ruſtic lays 
As foes may ſlight, but partial friends will praiſe,” 


The gentle air allow'd my claim; 
And, more to cheer my drooping frame, 
She mix'd the balm of op*ning flow'rs; 
Such as the bee, with chymic pow'rs, 
From Hybla's ſragrant hills inhales, 
Or ſcents Sabea's blooming vales. 
But ah ! the nymphs that heal the penſive mind, 
By preſcripts more refin'd, 
Neglect their votary's anxious moan ! 
b, how ſhould they relieve! the mules all were flown. 


By flow'ry plain, or woodland ſhades, 

I fondly fought the charming maids ; 

By woodland ſhades, or flow'ry plain, 

I ſought them, faithleſs maids ! in vain ! 
When lo! in happier hour, 

I leave behind my native mead, 

To range where zeal and ſriendſhip lead, 
To viſit L * * 's honour'd bow'r. 

h fooliſh man ! to ſcek the tuncful maids 

In other plains, or near leſs verdant ſhades! 


* 


rce have my footſteps preſs'd the favour'd ground, 
When ſounds ethereal ſtrike my car; 


$70 & DF 3;. 3 © NG-8; 0. 


At once celeſtial forms appear; 

My ſugitives ate found! 
The muſes here attunc their lyres, 
Ah partial with unwonted fres ; 
Here, hand in hand, with careleſs mien, 
The ſportive graces trip the gicen. 


But whilſt I wander'd o'er a ſcene fo fair, 
Too well at one ſurvey I trace, 
How ev'ry muſc, and cv'ry grace, 
Had long employ'd their care. 
Lurks not a ſtone enrich'd with lively ſtain, 
Blooms not a flow'r amid the vernal ſtore, 
Falls not a plume on India's diſtant plain, 
Glows not a ſhell on Adria's rocky ſhore, 
But torn, methought, from native lands or ſeas, 
From their arrangement, gain freſh pow'r to pleaſe, 


And ſome had bent the wild'ring maze, 

Bedeck'd with ev'ty ſhrub that blows ; 
And ſome entwin'd the willing ſprays, 

To ſhicld th' illuſtrious dame's repoſe : 
Others had grac'd the ſprightly dome, 

And taught the portrait where to glow ; 
Others arrang'd the curious tome ; 

Or ' mid the decorated ſpace, 

Aſſign'd the laurel'd buſt a place, 

And giv'n to learning all the pomp of ſhow. 

And now, from ev'ry taſk withdrawn, 
They met and frilk'd it o'er the lawn, 


Th 


I 
4 
N 
F 
T 
T 
B 
N 


DO DES SO NU 8; 6 113 


Ah! wo is me, ſaid I : 
And * s hilly circuit heard my cry, 
Have I for this, with labour ſtrove, 
And laviſh'd all my little ſtore 
To fence for you my ſhady grove, 
And ſcollop ev'ry winding ſhore; 
And fringe with ev'ry purple roſe, 
The ſapphire ſtream that down my valley flows 


Ah! lovely treach'rous maids! | 
To quit unſeen my votive ſhades, ö 
When pale diſeaſe, aud tort'ring pain 

Had torn me from the breezy plain, 

And to a reſtleſs couch confin'd, I 
Who ne'er your wonted taſks declin'd, | 
She needs not your officivus aid 
| 


To ſwell the ſong, or plan the ſhade, 


By genuine fancy fir'd, | 
Her native genius guides her hand, | 
And while the marks the ſage command, 
More lovely ſcenes her (kill hall raiſe, h 
Her lyre reſound with nobler lays | 
Than ever you inſpir'd. 
Thus I may rage, and grief diſplay ; 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 
Nor will a grace or muſe return 


Till Luxborough lead the way. ; 
Vor. I. I. 
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Written in a FLower-Book of my own colouring, 4 6 
deſigned for Lady Plymouth, 1753-4. 5 f 
nc 
Debitae nymphis opiſex coronae. Hor, ö. 
RING, Flora, bring thy treaſures here, But | 
The pride of all the blooming year; r 
And let me, thence, a garland frame, 2 
To crown this fair this peerleſs dame! 1 

But ah ! ſince envious winter lours, 
And Hewell meads reſign their flow'rs Sleep 
Let art and friendſhip joint eſſay * 
Diffuſe their flow'rets, in her way. Whe 
Not nature can herſelf prepare A 

A worthy wreath for Lesbia's hair, 

Whoſe temper, like her forchead, ſmooth, That 
W hoſe thoughts and accents form to ſooth, : Sh 
Choſe pleaſing mien, and poliſh'd mind, * 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, A 
Deſerv'd and won my Plymouth's love. For i 
W 
ANACREONTIC. 1738. 1 
TWas in a cool Aonian glade, Ws 
The wanton Cupid, ſpent with toil, 2 : 
Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade, on 


And ſtretch'd him on the molly ſoil, 
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A vagrant muſe drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor falt afleep; 

And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
She ſaid, yet leave the world: to weep ? 


But huſh—from this auſpicious hour, 
The world, I ween, may re:t in peace, 

And robb'd of darts, and itript of pow'r, 
Thy pceviih pctulunce decreate. 


Sleep on, poor child! whiltt I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artill'ry hide 
When the Caſtilian tount the ſaw, 
And piung'd his arrows ia the tide. 


That magic fount—ill-judging maid ! 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day 

You dar'd the ſhaits of love invade, 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. 


For in a ſtream ſo wondrous clear, 
When angry Cupid ſearches round, 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 
Will not the furtive ſpoils be found ? 


Too ſoon they were; and ev'ry dart, 
Dipt in the muſc's myſtic ſpring, 
Acquir'd new force to wound the heart, 
And taught at once to love and ing, 
L 2 
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Then farewell ye Picrian quire; 
For who will now your altars threng ? 
From love we learn to ſwell the lyre ; 
And ccho aſks no ſwecter ſong. 


ODE. Written in 1739. 
Urit ſpes animi credula mutui. Hor, 


9 TVS not by beauty's aid alone, 
That love uſurp'd his airy throne, 
His boalted pow'r diſplay'd: 
"Tis kindneſs that ſecures his aim, 
Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame, 
Which beauty firſt convey'd, 


In Clara's eyes the lightnings view; 
Her lips with all the roſes hue 
Have all its ſweets combin'd ; 
Yet vain the bluſh, and faint the fire, 
Till lips at once, and eyes confpire 
To prove the charmer kind 


Tho? wit might gild the tempting ſnare, 
With ſofteſt accent, ſweeteſt air, 
By envy's felf admir'd ; 
Tf Lesbia's wit betray'd her ſcorn, 
In vain might ev'ry grace adorn, 


What ev'ry muſe inſpir'd. 


ODES SONGS, Xe. 115 


Thus airy Strephon tun'd his lyre— 

He ſcorn'd the pangs of wild deſire, 
Which love ſick ſwains endure : 

Reſolv'd to brave the keeneſt dart ; 

Since frowns could never wound his beart, 
And ſmiles —muſt cver cure, 


But ah! how fa'ſe theſe maxims prove, 

How frail ſ{ccurity from love, 
Experience hourly ſhows ! 

Love can imagin'd iniles ſupply, 

On ev'ry charming lip and eye 
Eternal ſwcets beſtows. 


In vain we truſt the fair one's eyes; 
In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, 
To learn from ſtars his fate: 

Till led by fancy wide aſtray, 
He finds no plannet mark his way 
Convinc'd and wiiſe—too late, 


As partial to their words we prove, 
Then boldly join the liſts of love, 
With tow'ring hopes ſupply'd: 
So heroes, taught by doubtful ſhrines, 
Miſtook their deity's deſigns, 
Then took the field —and dy'd, 
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Optima quaeque dies miſeris mortalibus avi 
Prima fugit —— 


Tear bedews my Delia's eye, 

To think yon playful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring and flow'ry mead, 
Muſt in his prime of life reccde ! 


Frewhile, in ſportive circles round 

She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound ; 
From rock to rock purſue his way, 

And, on the fearful margin play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell ; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 


And feem all raviſh'd at the fight. 


She tells with what delight he ſtood, 
To trace his features in the flood: 
Then ſkipt aloof with quaint amaze; 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager ſpeed 

He flew, to hear my vocal reed; 

And how, with critic face profound, 
And ſtcadfaſt ear, devour'd the ſound. 


Vire; 
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His ev'ry frolic, light as air, 

Deſerves the gentle Delia's care; 

And tears bedew her tender eye, 

To think the playful kid muſt dic, — 


But knows my Delia, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this blameleſs acra flies? 
While violence and craft ſucceed ; 
" Unfair deſign, and ruthleſs deed ! 


Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more; 

Ah ſoon, craz'd from ev'ry grove 

Were Delia's name, and Strephon's love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might Strephon ſee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee ; 

No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 
Which for thy charming brows he twin'd, 


Fach wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; 

And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but inſipid age, remain ? 


Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life ſo ſhort a date; 
And I will join my tend'reſt ſighs, 
To think that youth ſo ſwiſtly flies! 
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NS. 


Written chiefly between the years 1737 and 1742. 


SONG. I. 


Told my nymph, I told her true, 


My ficlds were ſmall, my flocks were ſew ; 


While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincete. 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold; 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How chaneg'd by fortunc's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rons tear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs ; 
This too the heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure mult be ſincere, 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Deſpoil d of all which you revere, 

I know my Flayia's love ſincere. 


Re ſo 
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SO NG. 


The LANDSCAPE. 


pow pleas'd within my native bow'rs 
Ereuhile I paſs'd the day! 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs? 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay ? 


How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round ! 

The river gliding down the dale ! 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


: 


— 
- 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career, 


2X — 
—— — 
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No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee : 

That verdant hill, and filver ſtream, 
Divide my love and me. 


_—_— „„ 
. 4 4 we 


Pn 2. 


SONG II. 


YE gentle nymphs, and gen'rous dames, 
That rule o'er ev'ry Britiſh mind; 
Re ſure ye ſoothe their am'rous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind. 
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For hard it is to wear their bloom 
In unremitting ſighs away: 

To mourn the night's oppreſſive gloom, 
And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel 'twere a free-born ſwain, 
A Britith youth ſhould vainly moan 
Who, ſcoruful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone, 


Nor pointed ſpcar, nor links of ſteel, 
Could cer thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 

Who bcauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 
And boalt the terters wrought by you, 


1 
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O, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 

To Daphne's window fpecd thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions rite, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her car, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Ne 
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Tell her, in livelicr plumes array'd, 

The bride from Indian groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid ; 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 

And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And lend an car to Damon's wo, 

Who ſlings her praiſe, and ſiugs forlorn, 


SONG YV. 


Ah ! ego non aliter triſtes evincere morbos 
Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem. 


N ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, 
[| trace the jovial ſpring in vain ! 
A ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


Not flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 
That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe. 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring? 
Or what the necdleſs pride of ſpring ? 
The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 
+ Retains its verdure all the year. 
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"Tis true, my vine fo freſh and fair, 
Might claim a while my wonted care; 
My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield; 
So white a flock, ſo green a field ! 


My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting ſigh ; 
Might well demand one tender tear ; 
For when was Damon unſincere? * 


But ere I aſk once more to view 

Yon ſetting ſun his race renew, 

Inform me, ſwains; my friends, declare, 
Will pitying Delia join the pray'r ? 


ON VI. 


The Attribute of VENUS. 


Es, Fulvia is like Venus fair; 
Has all her bloom, and ſhape and air: 
But ſtill, to perfect ev'ry grace, 
She wants—the ſmile upon her face, 


The crown majeſtie Juno wore ; - 
And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 
An helmet mark'd Minerva's mien, 
But ſmiles diſtinguiſh'd beauty's queen. 
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Her train was form'd of ſmiles and loves, 
Her chariot diawn by gentleſt doves ; 
And from her zone, the nymph may find, 
'Tis beauty's province to be kind, 


Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim 
Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

Shall take their forms from you alone. 


SON G VII. 1744. 


TK. lovely Delia ſmiles again! 
That killing frown has left her brow : 
Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 
And give me back my angry vow ! 


Love is an April's doubtful day : 
A while we ſee the tempeſt lowr ; 


| 

| 

Anon the radiant heav'n ſurvey, | 
And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r. 4 
The flow'rs that hung their languid head, | | 


Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains; | „ 
The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 0 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


* 


Vor. I. M 
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The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 
In ev'ry raptur'd note expreſs 
The joy I fecl—when thou art kind. 


SONG VII 1742, 


HEN bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mien; 

Averſe to freedom, love, and play, 

The dazzling rival of the day : 

None other beauty ſtrikes mine eye, 

The lilies droop, the roſes die, 

But when, diſclaiming art, the fair 

Aſſumes a ſoft engaging air; 

Mild as the op'ning morn of May, 

Familiar, friendly, free, and gay; 

"The ſcene improves, where-c'er ſhe goes, 

Moe ſweetly ſmile the pink and 10ſe, 


O lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd inſincere; 
Pity a wild illuſive flame 

| That varies objects ſtill the ſame: 
And let their very chanees prove 
The never varicd force of love, 


* 


Pe 


Pe 
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SON G IX. 1743. 


VALENTINEs DAY, 


T is ſaid, that under diſtant ſkies, 
Nor you the fact deny, 
What firſt attracts an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his dcetty. | 


Perhaps a lily, or a roſe, 
That ſhares the morning's ray, 
May to the waking ſwain diſcloſe | 
The regent of the day. i 
| 


Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, | 
Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, j 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the ſov'reign flow'r, 


1 

: 

Perch'd on the cedar's topmoſt bouzh, ( 
And gay with gilded wings, 4 
Perchance the patron of his vow, ä i | 


Some artleſs linnct ſings. 


The ſwain ſurveys her pleas'd, afraid, 
Then low to earth he bends ; 
And owns upon her friendly aid, 
His health, his life, depends. 
M 2 
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Vain futile idols, bird or flow'r, Ca 
To tempt a vot'ry's pray'r ! Te 
How would his humble homage tow'r | 
Should he behold my fair ! Ne 
| Fa 
Yes— might the Pagan's waking eyes Te 
O'er Flavia's beauty range, Or 
He there would fix his laſting choice, 
Nor dare, nor wiſh to change. sun 
In 
N Ob 
HE fatal hours are wondrous near, Me 
That from theſe fountains bear my dear; | By 
A little ſpace is giv'n, in vain: I x 
She robs my ſight, and ſhuns the plain. 7. 
A little ſpace for me to prove 
My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love: 
And like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that ſpace devours. P 
Near yonder beech is Delia's way, WI 
On that I gaze the livelong day; On 
No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide, Th 
| It 1 
The chief, that knows of ſuecours nigh, Th 


And ſees his mangled legions die, Mi. 
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Caſts not a more impatient glance, 
To ſee the loit'ring aids advance, 


Not more, the ſchoolboy, that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace — 


She comes—but ah! what crouds of beaux 
In radiant bands my fair incloſe! 

Oh! better hadſt thou ſhunn d the green, 
Oh, Delia! better far unſcen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my ſighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free — 

Tis more than death to part from thee? 


—ͤ—6ä—ä ——— — 
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PERHAPS it is not love, ſaid J, 

That melts my ſoul when Flavia's nigh ; 
Where wit and ſenſe like hers agree, 
One may be pleaſ'd, and yet be free. 


A 


— 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 

It needs no lover's eye to find ; 

The hermit freezing in his cell, 

Might with the gentle Flavia well, 
| M3 
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It is not love —averſe to bear 

The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts diſpel—it is not love 


Oh ! when did wit ſo brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thine ? 
It is—it is love's ſubtile fire, 

And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 
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OER deſatt plains, and ruſhy meers, 
And wither'd heaths I rove; 
Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cote appears, 

1 paſs to meet my love. 


But tho' my path were damask'd o'er 
With beauties e'er ſo fine; 
My buſy thoughts would fly before, 
To fix alone—on thine, 


No fir crown'd hills could give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: 

No pyramid's aerlal height, 
Where mould'ring monarchs lie. 


Unmov'd, ſhould eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant ſce; 

Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 
Not ſteal one thought from thee. 


— —ä ——— 
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ONO. XIII. 
The Scuhotak's RELAPSE, 


the fide of a grove at the foot of a hill, 
Where whiſper'd the beech, and where murmur'd 
the rill; 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and my care, 
Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair, 


Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free I ſung, 
And Delia's lov'd name ſcarce eſcap'd from my tongue: 
But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I ſhould with, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 
Alluſive to none but the nymph I ador'd ! 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind, 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, 
I (till mutt my Delia's dear image renew; 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the muſes arc all in alliance with love. 
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SONG XIV. 
The ROSE-BUD, 


E E, Daphne, ſee, Florelio cry'd, 

And learn the fad effects of pride; 
Yon ſhelter'd roſe, how ſafe conceal'd ! 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd ! 


The ſun with warm attractive rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the lage; 
A gale ſucceeds from caſtern ſkies, 
Aud all its bluſhing radiance dies. 


So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit the plains, too fond to ſhine 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
Tho' here more happy, more ſecure, 


The breath of ſome neglected maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade x 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 

As to the roſe an eaſtern wind, 


The nymph reply'd—You firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the plain; 

One envious tongue alike diſarms 

You of your wit, me of my charms, 


Its 


W 
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What is, unknown, the poet's (kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuncful thrill! 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien ? 
Or what the roſe's bluſh unſecn ? 
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WINTER, 1746. 


No more, ye warbling birds, rejoice: 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 
Echo alone preſerves her voice, 
And ſhe—repeats my pain. 


Where'er my love-ſick limbs I lay, 
To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 
Its buſy wurmurs ſeems ro ſay, q 
She never will be kind!” f 


7 
The naiads, o'er their frozen urns, 
In icy chains repine ; 0 
And each in ſullen filence mourns | 
Her freedom loſt, like mine! F 


Soon will the ſuns returning rays 1 
The cheerleſs froſt controul; , 

When will relenting Delia chaſe 
The winter of my ſoul ? 
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SONG XVI. 


DAPHNE's Vilit, 


F. birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lays ſalute my love: 
My Daphne with your notes detain: 
Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye flow'rs ! before her footſteps niſe, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes, 
That (he your op'ning charms may ſee: 
Or what were all your charms to me ? 


Kind Zephyr; bruſh each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odcurs round my bow'r: 
Or never more, O gentle wind, 

Shall I, from thee, refreihment. find, 


Ye ſtreams ! if &er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur ſoothe my fair; 
Or oh! *twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grott ! whoſe lonely bounds 


The melancholy pine ſurrounds, 
May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful gloom; 
Or thou ſhalt prove her Damon's tomb. 
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Written in a Collection of Baccuanatian 3nGt, 


Dieu, ye jovial youths, who join 

To plunge old Care in floods of wine ; 
And as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Nor yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 

Nor yet is thought ſo tedious grownz 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me, 


And ſee, thro' yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove, 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adicu, 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eycs inſpire : 
I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love, 


SONG XVIII, 


Imitated from the FRE NCM. 


ES, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris I tray 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid! 


'd, 
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In the bloom of her youth to a cloyſter ſhe run; OF 
In the bloom ot her graces too fair for a nun; 
Ul-grounded no doubt, a devotion mult prove T 


So fatal to beauty, o killing to love! 


Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs, and the plains; D 
Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pains; 
How many ſoft moments 1 ſpent in this grove ! Fi 


How fair was my nymph! and how fervent my love! 
Be till tho', my heart! thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the ſcaſon of love is no more. Y 


With her how |{ ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs ! A 
Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs |! 
Then breathleſs with ardour my fair one purſu'd, 


And to think with what kindneſs my garland ſhe view'd ! Cl 
But be (till, my fond heart! this emotion give o'er, 
Fain wouldſt thou forget thou mult love her no more, 1 


The HALCY ON. 


HY o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon ſpeed fo faſt ? 

"Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe | 8 
Her fav'rite calm that would not laſt, 


. 

The ſun with azure paints the ſkies, 
The ſtream reflects each flow'ry ſpray ; Bu 
And frugal of her time, ſhe flies . 


To take her fill of love and play. 
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See her when rugged Boreas blows, 
Warm in ſome rocky cell remain; 

To ſeek for pleaſure, well ſhe knows, 
Would only then enhance the pain. 


Deſcend, ſhe cries, thou hated ſhow'r, 
Deform my limpid waves to-day, 
For I have choſe a fairer hour 
To take my fill of love and play. 


You too, my Sylvia, ſure will own 
Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll: 

And when our youtk, our health is flown, 
To think of love but ſhocks the foul. 


Could Damon but deſerve thy charms, 
As thou at Damon's only theme; 
He'd fly as quick to Delia's arms, 
As yondcr balcyon ſkims the ſtream, 


. 


O dear my Lucio is to me, 
So well our minds and tempers blend; 
That ſeaſons may for ever flee, | 
And ne'cr divide me from my friend; 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 


To tempt with love my only fair, 
Vol. I. N 
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O Lycon, born when ev'ry muſe, 


When ev'ry grace benignant ſmil'd, 4 
With all a parent's breaſt could chuſe 

To bleſs her lov'd, her only child ; 0 
"Tis thine, ſo richly grac'd, to prove | I 


More nobler cares, than cares of love. 


Together we from carly youth 

Have trode the flow'ry tracks of time, 
Together mus'd in ſearch of truth, 

O'er learned ſage, or bard ſublime; 


And well thy cultur'd breaſt I Know, « 
What wondrous treaſure it can ſhow, | 
Come then, reſume thy charming lyre, V 
And ſing ſome patriot's worth tublime ; 1 
Whilſt I in fields of foft defire, 
Conſume my fair and fruitleſs prime; 
Whoſe reed aſpires but to diſplay T 
The flame that burns me night and day, 1 
O come! the dryads of the woods T 
Shall daily ſoothe thy ſtudious mind, N 
The blue ey'd nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind; 
And fame ſits liſtning for thy lays, N 
To ſwell her trump with Lucio's praiſe, 1 
Like me, the plover fondly tries kd 


To lure the ſportſman from her neſt, 
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And flett'ring on with anxious cries, 
Too plainly ſhews her tortur'd breaſt ; 

O let him conſcious of her care, 

Pity hcr pains, and learn to ſpare. 


A PASTORAL ODE, 


To the Honourable Sir Ricuard LYTTLETONe. 


Ti morn diſpens'd a dubious light, 
A ſullen mitt had ſtol'n from light 
Each plcafing vale and hill: 
When Damon left his humble how'rs 


To guard his flocks. to fence his flow'rs, I; 
Or check his wand'ring rill, N 
Tho' ſchool'd from fortune's paths to fly, ' 


The ſwain beneath each louring (ky, 
Would oft his fate bemoan ; 
That he, in ſylvan ſhades, forlorn! f 
Muſt waſte his cheerleſs ev'n and morn, ( 
Nor prais'd, nor lov'd, nor known, 


0 
| 94 
No friend to fame's obſtrep'rous noiſe, 4 
Yet to the whiſpers of her voice, fi 
Soft murmuring, not a foe : | 
The pleaſures he thro' choice declin'd, {i 
When gloomy fogs depreſs'd his mind, | g 
It griey'd him to forego, 
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Griev'd him to lurk the lakes beſide, 
Where coots in ruſhly dingles hide, 
And moorcock's ſhun the day; 
While caitiff bitterns, undiſmay'd, 
Remark the ſwain's familiar ſhade, 
And ſcorn to quite their prey. 


But ſee, the radiant ſun once more 

'The bright'ning face of hcav'n reſtore, 
And raiſe the doubtful dawn ; 

And more to gild his rural ſphere, 

At once the brighteſt train appear, 
That ever trode the Jawn. 


Amazement chill'd the ſhepherd's frame, 

To think * Bridgewater's honour'd name 
Should grace his ruſtic cell; 

That ſhe on all whoſe motions wait 

Piſtinction, titles, rank, and Nate, 
Should rove where ſhepherds dwell. 


But true it is, the gen'rous mind, 

By candour ſway'd. by taſte refin'd. 
Will nougbt but vice diſdain ; 

Nor will the breaſt where fancy glows 

Dcem ev'ry flow'r a weed, that blows 
Amid the deſart plain. 


— ——-—ᷣ— —„ 
— 1 


* The Dutcheſs of Bridgewater, mattied to Sir 
Richard Lyttleton. 
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Beſeems it ſuch, with honour crown'd, 
To deal its lucid beams around, 
Nor equal meed receive: 
At molt ſuch garlands from the field, 
As cowſlips, pinks, and panſies yield, 
And rural hands can weave. 


Yet ſtrive, ye ſhepherds, ſtrive to find, 

And weave the faireſt of the kind, 
The prime of all the ſpring; 

If haply thus yon lovely fair 

May round their temples deign to wear 


The trivial wreaths you bring, / 


O how the peaceful halcyons play'd, 

Where- et the conſcious lake betray'd 
Athenia's placid mien! 

How did the ſprightlier linnets throng, 

Where Paphia's charms requir'd the jong, 
"Mid hazel copſes green! 


Lo, Dartmouth on thoſe banks reclin'd, 
While buſy fancy calls to mind 

The glories of his line: 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls of yonder ſhed, 

As thro' inchantment, ſhine, 


But who the nymph that guides their way? 
Could ever nymph deicend to [tray 
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From Hagley's fam'd retreat? 

Elſe by the blooming features fair, 

The faultleſs make, the matchleſs air, 
"T were Cynthia's form complete. 


So would ſome tuberofe delight, 
That ſtruck the pilgrim's wond'ring ſight 
Mid lonely defarts drear ; 
All as at eve, the ſov'reign flow'r, 
Diſpenſes round its balmy pow'r, 
And crowns the fragrant year. 


Ah, now no more, the ſhepherd cry'd 
Muſt I ambition's charms deride, 
Her ſabtle force difown ; 
Ne more of fawns or fairies dream, 
While fancy, near each cryſtal ſtream, 
Shall paint theſe forms alone, 


By low brow'd rock, or pathleſs mead, 

I deem'd that ſplendour ne'r ſhould lead 
My dazzled eyes aftray ; 

But who, alas! will dare contend, 

If beauty add, or merit blend 
Its more illuſtrious ray ? 


Nor is it long-—O plantive ſwain! 
Since Guernſey ſaw, without diſdain, 
Where, hid in woodlands green, 


o DE S, s ON OS, &c. 


The * partner of his early days, 
And once the rival of his praiſe, 
Had ſtol'n thro' life unſeen, 


Scarce faded is the vernal flow'r, 

Since Stamford left bis honour'd bow'r, 
To ſmile familiar here: 

O form'd by nature to diſcloſe 

How fair that courteſy, which flows 
From ſocial warmth ſincere. 


Nor yet have many moons decay'd, 

Sincc Pollio ſought this lonely ſhade, 
Admir'd his rural maze : 

The nobleſt breaſt that viitue fires, 

The graces love, the muſe inſpires, 

Might pant for Pollio's praiſe. 


Say, Thomſon here was known to reſt, 
For him yon vernal ſcat I drelt, 

Ah, never to return ? 
In place of wit, and melting ſtrains, 
And ſocial mirth, it now remains 

To weep beſide his urn. 


Come then. my Lelius* come once more, 
And fringe the melancholy ſhore 


_n—_— — 2 —. 
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They were ſchool-fellows. 
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With roſes and with bays, 
While 1 each way ward fate accuſe, 
That envy'd his impartial muſe 

To ſing your early praiſe. 


While Philo, to whoſe favour'd ſight, 
Antiquity, with full delight, 

Her inmoſt wealth diſplays ; 
Beneath yon ruin's moulder'd wall 
Shall muſe, and with his friend recall 

The pomp of ancicnt days. 


Here too ſhall Conway's name appear, 

He prais'd the ſtream ſo lovely cicar, 
That ſhone the reeds among; 

Yet clearnefſs could it not diſcloſe, 

To match the rhetoric that flows 
From Conway's polith'd tongue, 


Ev'n Pitt, whoſe fervent periods roll 
Reſiſtleſs, thro' the Kindling foul 
Of ſenates, councils, kings! 


Tho' form'd for courts, vouchſaf'd to rove 


Inglorious, thro' the ſhepherd's grove, 
And ope his baſhful ſprings, 


But what can courts diſcover more, 


Than theſe rude haunts have ſcen before, 


Each fount and ſhady tree ? 


1 


1 
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Have not theſe trees and fountains ſeen 
The pride of courts, the winning micn 
Of peerleſs Ay leſbury? 


And Grenville, ſhe whoſe radiant eyes 

Have mark'd by flow gradation riſe 
Ihe princely piles of Stow; 

Yet prais'd theſe unimbelliſh'd woods, 

And ſmil'd to ſce the bubbling floods, 

Thro' ſcif-worn mazes flow, 


Say, Dartmouth, who your banks admir'd, 


Again beneath your caves retir'd, 

Shall grace the penſive ſhade; 
With all the bloom, with all the truth, 
With all the ſprightlineſs of youth, 

By cool icflection tway'd ; 


Brave, yet humane, ſhall Smith appear, 
Ye ſailors tho' his name be dear, 
Think him not yours alone : 
Grant him in other ſpheres to charm, 
The ſhepherds breaſt tho' mild arc warm, 
And ours are all his own, 


O Lyttleton ! my honour'd gueſt, 
Could 1 deſcribe thy gen'rous breaſt, 
Thy firm yet poliſh'd mind; 
How public love adorns thy name, 
How fortune too conſpires with fame; 


The ſong ſhould pleaſe mankind, 
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Written towards the cloſe of the year 1748, 
to WiLLiam LYTTLETON, Eſq. 


pov blithely paſe'd the ſummer's day! 
How biight was evry flow'r! 
While friends artis d in circles gay, 
To viſit Damon's bow'r! 


But now, with ſilent Rep, I range 
Along ſome lonely ſhore; 

And Damon's bow'r, alas the change! 
Is gay with friends no more, 


Away to crouds, and cities borne 
In queſt of joy they ſtecr; 

Whilſt 1, alas! am left forlorn, 
To weep the parting year ! 


O penſive Autumn! how I grieve 
Thy ſorrowing face to ſce! 

When languid ſuns are taking leave 
Of ev'ry drooping tree. 


Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene furvey ! 

Haſte, Winter, haſte ; uſurp the (ky : 
Complete my bow'r's decay. 


III 
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Iil can I bear the motely caſt 
Yon fick'ning leaves retain 
That ſpeak at once of plcaſure paſt, 
And bode approaching pain. 


At home unbleſs'd, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcencs require; 

Where all in murky vapours drown'd 
Are hamlet, hill, and ſpire. 


Tho' Thomſon, ſweet deſcriptive bard ! 
Inſpiring Autumn ſung; _ 

Yet how ſhould we the months regard, 
That ſtopp'd his flowing tongue ? 


Ah luckleſs months of all the reſt, 
To whoſe hard ſhare it fell! 
For ſure he was the gentleſt breaſt 

That ever ſung ſo well. 


And ſee the ſwallows now diſown 
1 he roots they lov'd before; 
Each like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad ſome happicr ſhore, 


The wood nymph eyes. with pale affright, 
The ſportſman's frantic deed ; 

While hounds. and horns, and yells unite 
To drown the muſc's reed. 
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Ye fields with blighted herbage brown ! 1 
Ye ſkies no longer blue! 

Too much we feel from fortune's frown, f 
To bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſullicd green? 1 
The zephyr's balmy gale ? 
And where ſweet friendſhip's cordial mien, 4 


That brighten'd ev'ry vale? 


What though the vine diſcloſe her dyes, 1 
And boaſt her purple ſtore ; | 
Not all the vincyard's rich ſupplies 4 


Can ſoothe our torrows more. 


He ! he is gone, whoſe moral ſtraio 
Could wit and witth refine ; 
He! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein 
Surpaſs'd the pow'r of wine. 4 


Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to praiſe, 


In yon ſequeſter'd grove ; { 
To him a votive urn | raiſe ; 
To him, and friendly love. ! 


Yes there, my friend! forlorn and fad, 
| I grave your Thomion's name; - 
And there, his lyre ; which fate forbade 
To ſound your growing fame. ] 
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There ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 
Dark themes of hopeleſs wo; 

And, faſter than the dropping fount, 
I'll teach mine eyes to flow, 


There leaves, in ſpite of Autumn, green, 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground ; 

And Spring will there again be ſeen, 
To call forth flow'rs around, 


But no kind ſons will bid me ſhare, 
Once more his ſocial hour; 

Ah Spring! thou never canſt repair 
This loſs to Damon's bow'r, . 


JEMMY DAWSON. 


A BATLLAn; written about the time of his execution, 
iu the year 1745. 


OME liſten to my mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear; 
Nor will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, 
Nor need you bluih to ſhed a tear. 


And thou, dear Kitty, pecrleſs maid, 
Do thou a penſive ear incline ; 
For thou can{t weep at ev'ry wo; 
And pity ev'ry plaint — but miue. 
Voc, I. 0 
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3 Young Dawſon was a gallant boy, 

yon A brighter never trode the plain; 

And wcll he lov'd one charming maid, 
And dearly was he lov'd again, 


One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damſel came; 

And faultleſs was her beautcous form, 
And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame, 


But cvrſe on party's hateful ſtrife, 
That led the favour'd youth aſtray 
The day the rebel clans appear'd, 
O had he never ſeen that day ! 


Their colours and their ſaſh he wore, 
And in the fatal dreſs was found ; 

And now he muſt that death endure, 
Which gives the brave the keencſt wound, 


How pale was then his true-love's check, 
When Jemmy's ſentence reach d her car! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnow s, 
So pale, or yet ſo chill appcar. 


With falt' ring voice, ſhe weeping faid, 
Oh Dawton. monaich of my heart ! 
II not thy death ſhall end our loves, 

Pp For thou and I will never part, 


| * 
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Vet might ſweet mercy find a place, 
Ind being relief to jernmy's woes; 
O Gnge withoi a pray 'r for thee, 


My Oriſons mould Heer clote. 


The eracious prince that gave him life, 
Would crown a never-dying flame; 
And ev'rv tender babe I bore 


Should learn to lip the giver's name, 


But tho' he hould be drage'd in ſcorn 
To yonder ignominijous tree; 

He hall not want one conſtant friend 
To ſhare the crucl fate's decree. 


O then her mourning-coach was call'd, 
"Phe flcdze mov'd flowly on before; 
Tho' borne in a triumpha! car, 
She had not lov'd her fav rice more. 


She follow'd him, prepar'd to view 
The terrible beheſts of law; 

And the laſt ſcene of Jemmy's woes, 
With calm and itcadtalt eve the ſaw. 


Diſtorted was that blooming face, 
Which ſhe had fondly lov'd fo long; 
And ſtifled was that tuneful breath, 
Which in her praiſe had ſweetly ſung : 
O 2 
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And ſever'd was that beautcovs neck, 
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Round which her arms had fondly clos'd ; 


And mangled was that beauteous breaſt, 
On which her love ſick head repos'd ; 


And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart, 
She did to ev'ry heart prefer; 

For tho' it could its king forget, 
*T'was true and loyal ſtill to her, 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conſtant heart to ſe ; 
But when 'twas moulder'd into duſt, 
Yet, yet, ſhe cry'd, I follow thee. 


My death, my dcath alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore; 

Accept, O Heav'n ! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more. 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 
The lover's mournful hearſe retii'd; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And ſighing forth his name, expir'd. 


Thoꝰ juſtice ever muſt prevail, 

The tear my Kitty ſheds, is due; 
For ſeldom ſhall ſhe hear a tale 

So ſad, ſo tender, yet ſo true. 
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A Paſtoral BALLAb, in four parts, 
Written in 1743. | 
Arbuſta humileſqne myricae, 
IJ. A B'S'& NC. E. 


* ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 
Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 

Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to mule and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 
None once was ſo watchiul as I: 
have leſt my dear Phyllis behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 

With the torture of douvt and deſire; 
What it is to admire and to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah lzad forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of cach ev ning repel 3 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 

l have bade my dear Phyle farewell 
Since Phyllis vouchſaf'd me a loo“ 

I never once decam'd of my 
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May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
F priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, 
Beyond all th«t had pleas'd me before; 
But now they are paſt, and I ſigh; 
And | gricve that I priz'd them no more, 


But why do I languiſh in vain ? 

Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did 1 come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley is flown ; 
Alas! where with her J have ſtray'd, 

I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fac nymph to forego, 
What anguill: I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thought —but it might not be ſo—- 
Twas with pain that ſhe ſau me depart, 
She gaz'd, as I flowly withdrew; 
My path I could hardly ditcern ; 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adicu, 
thought that ſhe bade me return. 


The pilgiim that journeys all day 
To viſit ſome far „ iſtant ſhrine, 
If he bear but a relic away, 
ls happy, nor heard to repine. 
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Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows. my devotion, I owe, 

Soft hope is the relic I bear, 

And my ſolace where-ever I go. 
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NI banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 

My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep. 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 

Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-belis and violets grow, 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 
But with tendrils of woodvine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet brier entwines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold ; 
Not a brook that is limped and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 

Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there, 
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Oh how ſudden the Jeſſamine ſtrove 
With the lilach to render it gay ! 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 
What ſtrains of wild melody flow ? 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow ! 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall hat monigufly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and io clear, 
As— ſhe may not be fond to relign, 


] have found out a gift for my fair; 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed! 

But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, the averr'd, 

Who could rob a poor bird of his young : 
And I lov'd her the more, when I heard 

Sueh tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 


I heard her with ſweetneſs unfold 
How that pity was due to—a dove ; 
That it ever attended the bold, 
That ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love, 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, 
Mcthinks J ſhould love her the more. 
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Can a boſom fo gentle remain 
Unmoy'd, when her Corydon ſighs! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
Thete plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 
Pear regions of filence and {hade ! 
Sott tcencs of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where 1 could have pleativgly ſtray'd, 
If aught, in her abſence, could pleaſe, 


But where does my Phyllida tray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But theit love is not equal to mine. 
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WII will you my paſſion reprove! 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave; 
With her wit ihe engages the free; 
With her modeſty pleaſes the grave; 
She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 
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To ſee, as my fair one goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks on his youth with a fich, 
How fondly he withes her well 
On him ſhe may ſmile if the pleafe, 
will warm the cold boſom of age; 
But ccafe gentle Phyllida ccaſe, 


Such toltucis would tuin the ſage, 


O you that have bcen of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays 
] could lay down my lite for the ſwain, 
1 hat will üng but a ſong in her praiſe, 
When he ſings may the ny mphs of the town 
Come trooping, and liſten the while 
Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
But 1 cannot allow her to ſmile, 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis to find, 
Oh how, with one trivial glance, 

Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dreſſes his hair, 

And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe—oh my Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the ſound, 


"Tis his with mock-paſſion to glow z 
"Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 


Tt 


Tt 


Let 
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© How her face is as bright as the ſnow. 
And her boſom, be fiurc, is as cold: 

How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 


How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triumphs, and die.“ 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet ; 

Then ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phyllis's feet, 

& Phyllis,“ he whiſpers, more fair, 
More ſweet than the jeſſaminc's flow'r ! 

What are pinks in a moin to compare? 
What is cglantine after a ſhow'r ? 


Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom 
Then the violets die with defpite, 

And the woodbines give up their perfume,” 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 

And lic fancies no ſhepherd his peer ; 
— Yet |] never ſhould envy the ſong, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an car, 


Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Vhyllis tbe trophy deſpiſe; 

Let his forchead with laurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
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The language that flows from the heart 
Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 

Met may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſwie | mult envy the ſong, 
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E ſhepherds, give ear to my lay, 
And take no more hecd of my ſheep, 

They have nothing to do but to ſtray 

| have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair—and my paſſion begun ; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 

She is faithleſs—and I am undone, 


Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire ; 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Scems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


She is ſaithleſs, and I am undone; 

Ye that witneſs the woes | endure, 
Let reaſon inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtru you to cure, 
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Beware how ye loiter in vain, 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain 

How fair and how lickle they be. 


Alas! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes ? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my repoſe. 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain: 

The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, 
The ſound of a murmuring (tream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate never bcſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As | with my Phyllis had known, 


O ye woods ſpread your branches apace ; 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly; | 

I would | ide with the beaſts of the chace, 
[ would vaniſh from every eye. 

Yet my reed (hall reſound thro' the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun ; 

How the ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 
Was faithlcſs, and Il am undone! 
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